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THE HOLLY-TREE FARM. 



THE GREEDY YOUNG DUCK. 



V N a pleasant county of England, among 
hop gardens and green shady lanes, 
stands a comfortable farm-house, 
known by all the people in the neigh- 
bourhood as the " Holly-tree Farm." 
I suppose the reason that it was 
given that name was because of the 
two fine old holly-trees which grew 
on either side of the gateway leading into the 
(arm -yard. 

Little boys and girls all know what a holly- 
tree is : how prettily its dark green leaves shine 
in the summer sun, and how gay the scarlet 
berries look at Christmas-time When peeping 
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through the prickly foh'age, they seem to mock 
at the little hands stretched out to gather them, 
and to say, ** Ha, ha ! my little friend, I'll scratch 
you if you meddle with me." Yet daring little 
hands do gather them, and get well pricked for 
their pains ; but what care they for that, if they 
have secured a beautiful scarlet cluster to add 
to the Christmas decorations ?" 

But I am wandering away from my story, 
which is not of the holly-tree, but of the Holly- 
tree Farm. And a busy place that farm is, — 
busy, and noisy too ; and we cannot much won- 
der at its being a little of the latter, when we 
remember what a number of families find a 
home within its walls. 

Ah! that makes you stare. A number of 
families ! when you know for certain that only 
farmer Hodgson, his wife, three children, and 
a few servants live in the farm-house. Yes, you 
are quite right ; only one family occupies the 
dwelling-house, but a great many other families 
are comfortably housed round about it. There 
are ever so many cocks and hens, ducks and 
geese, turkeys and guinea-fowls, pigeons and 
pea-fowls too ; besides the horses and cows, pigs 
and sheep, not forgetting the old sheep-dog Bess, 
who (with her two little pups) lives in a very 
smart kennel close by the garden wall. 
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It is very well that all these different families 
do not remain at home during the day-time ; for 
were they to be calling to each other all the day 
long, there would be a pretty din about the place. 
As it is, you know the horses go out to work in 
the fields ; the cows, after they are milked, are 
driven out to their pasturage ; the turkeys and 
other poultry wander about the lane : while the 
ducks and geese betake themselves to the pond, 
or go puddling about in the ditches, seeking 
water-snails and other food that they like. So, 
very few of the creatures remain altogether in 
the farm-yard ; still there is a good deal of noise 
about the place, pleasant homely noise, — sounds 
that tell of busy hands, and cheerful hearts. 

I told you that there is a pond for the 
ducks and geese. It is in the lane just outside 
the gate, and is a very nice place for them to 
swim about in and enjoy the water. It is 
tolerably deep too, as a little boy of my acquain- 
tance can tell, who (for want of better amuse- 
ment, I suppose) got into his baby brother's 
perambulator, wheeled it into the pond and 
upset it, sending himself splash into the water. 
Ah ! what a sousing he did get ! You would have 
laughed had you seen him when nurse picked 
him, out, all covered with slimy mud and green 
pond weed. The ducks and geese made a great 
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quacking and cackling when they saw him : no 
doubt they wondered what sort of a creature he 
could possibly be ; and Master Dick made a fine 
noise^ and bo-hoo-ed very loudly, when he found 
that he was to be put to bed at once, and would 
be obliged to stay there for the rest of the day. 
He was lodging at the farm just then, which was 
very fortunate ; for he was in a pretty pickle. 

And now I am going to tell you a tale about 
those very ducks. There was a fine family of 
them: two or three motherly ducks, an old 
drake, and a number of grown-up sons and 
daughters. They were of various plumage; 
brown and black, and black and white, and 
brown and white ; but the prettiest of them all 
was one round fat little creature dressed in pure 
white feathers, with the most beautiful orange 
bill, and stockings of the same gay colour. She 
looked like a snow-flake tipped with gold, as she 
sailed about on the water ; while every one that 
passed by admired her, and said what a perfect 
little beauty she was. The children at the farm 
called her Snowball, and always took their young 
friends to the pond to see their white favourite. 

But they did not know what naughty ways 
Snowball had, or they would not have liked her 
so much ; for, in my opinion, it is better to be well- 
mannered and good, than to be ever so beautiful 
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in appearance only. Now little Miss Snowball, 
though very nice and pretty to look at, was any- 
thing but nice in her habits — in fact, she was a 
sad glutton ; and whenever anything particularly 
good to eat came in her way, she would gobble 
and gobble until she positively could eat no 
more. Her mother Mrs Duck being a very wise 
old bird, was always warning her against being 
so greedy ; but Miss Snowball did not care to 
listen to advice — indeed, I grieve to say, it only 
made her eat the more. 

I hope, my little friends, that none of you are 
inclined to be greedy ; for there is nothing more 
painful than to see a child eating up all the 
pastry and sweets within his reach, and not 
caring to share his good things with others, who 
perhaps may not have had any. If such a little 
boy or girl should read this short tale, I hope 
they may each learn a lesson from the fate of 
greedy Miss Snowball. 

One fine summer morning, farmer Hodgson, 
who had just come in from looking at the fruit 
ripening in his garden, called to his eldest chil- 
dren, who, having finished breakfast, were now 
giving a few lettuce leaves to their rabbits. 

" Come here, my dears," said their father ; " I 
have something for you to do." 

Now Annie and Charlie were good children. 
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and always felt proud to find themselves useful 
either to their father or any one else ; so they 
quickly shut up the rabbit hutch and ran to him. 

"What is it, papa ?" said they. 

"What is it, you eager young rogues! well, it is 
nothing very great after all, but I want it to be 
well done ; and if you do it well, you shall have 
a plateful of strawberries a-piece. Go into the 
garden, to the south wall, where the peaches and 
nectarines are, and' look well for all the snails 
that you can find, great and small ; peep into 
every nook and cranny where any can hide, 
pick them all off, collect them in that large 
flower-pot, and then throw them to the ducks. 
There, now, be off with you ; and, mind, not one 
snail must escape, for if they are not destroyed, 
we shall have a poor account of our wall-fruit 
by and by." 

Away ran the children, eager to perform their 
task, not a little stimulated by the prospect of 
strawberries. It took some time to collect all 
the snails, for Charlie had to climb up a ladder 
to reach the higher parts of the wall ; but when 
the flower-pot was quite full, they knew that 
they had done enough for that morning. 

"Now, then," said they, "where are the 
ducks ?" 

"Ah ! there, among the cabbages, I see some- 
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thing white moving about ; I am sure it is 
Snowball," said Annie. 

It was Miss Snowball, who, finding the garden 
gate partly open, had squeezed herself in, know- 
ing that she would find some dainty morsels in 
the way of slugs and fat green caterpillars among 
the cabbage leaves. Of these she had been 
enjoying a very tolerable dinner, all alone in her 
glory, when, hearing the children call "Snow, 
Snow,*' she waddled out to meet them. 

"There, Miss Snow," cried Annie, as she 
threw snail after snail to her favourite, who, with 
a quack ! quack ! of eager delight at the sight of 
such delicacies, swallowed them as fast as ever 
she could : " You'll be a fat Snow after a little 
while," laughed Annie. 

"Yes," said Charlie, "but it is not fair to give 
all to one ;" and he ran to open the garden gate, 
outside which the other ducks were waiting, 
longing to be let in to share the feast. 

One would have thought that Snowball would 
have gone away then, having already had more 
than enough ; but she went on eating, snapping 
up every morsel, and scarcely allowing her 
relatives to have any. But she could not carry 
on that game for ever, and after a little while 
she began to feel the effects of her greediness, — 
indeed, she found that she really could not 
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manage to swallow another morsel; so she 
resolved to go down to the pond and have a 
drink. This she did very slily, for she was 
b^inning to be ashamed of her appearance. 
Her crop was swollen to such a size, it looked 
like a small bag of potatoes under her chin ; for 
you could actually see the shape of the snail 
shells, which she had devoured so hastily, that 
they were not even crushed in the process of 
swallowing. 

Slowly and ungracefully did she move along 
towards the pond ; but alas ! when she reached 
it, she found that she could not bend forward in 
the least, so there was no chance of her tasting 
the water. What a sad state to be in ! thirsty, 
and close to plenty of water, and yet to be quite 
unable to drink ! It was really terrible ; and 
poor Snowball, in great pain and suffering, sank 
down by the side of the pond. 

A little while after, her relatives coming down 
to refresh themselves with a swim, found her 
lying motionless on the bank. 

"Dear me!" said good Mrs Duck, all in a 
flutter, "what can be the matter with Snow- 
ball?" 

*' She is either dead, or she has eaten herself 
stupid,'' said one of her cousins, who bore Snow- 
ball no good-will. 
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" No — I — am — not — dead," gasped Snowball ; 
"but I— feel— so— ve-ry— ill !" 

"Indeed, you seem to be/* said her good- 
natured mother; "and I shall go and find the 
doctor at once." 

This Dr Drake was a very handsome fellow, 
with such a beautiful shining green head and 
wings, lovely bright eyes, and a jet black curl on 
the end of his tail, and he wore orange stockings 
as gay as Miss Snowball's own. He had been a 
great admirer of hers too, for he liked to see her 
sailing beside him on the pond ; and being a 
creature of taste, he thought they made a very 
pretty picture on the water, his shining green 
feathers contrasting so nicely with the snowy 
white dress of his companion. All this con- 
sidered, you may believe that he was very much 
shocked, when he came up with her mother, to 
find her lying there, apparently in a dying state. 
It was very awkward indeed for him ; for though 
he, of course, quickly discovered the cause of 
her illness, he was so very polite, that he did 
not like to hurt her feelings by expressing his 
opinion aloud. So, when he saw her distended 
crop, and perceived the great difficulty she had 
in breathing, he could only look very wise, shake 
his head sadly, and relieve his feelings by a very 
long and dismal quack. 
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Old Mrs Duck was very much alarmed ; but 
being also a very plain spoken old body, she did 
not conceal what she believed to be the matter 
with her daughter. 

"I fear, doctor," said she, "poor Snowball is 
in a very bad way ; you see, she will always be 
eating sadly too much." 

" How — cruel — to — say — so ! " gasped Snow- 
ball. " I only picked — a — few — bits — in — the — 
garden, then — a snail — or — two ; it — must — have 
— been — a — poi-son-ous — fly, for — I — do — feel 
— so — bad. Oh!" and with one long groan, 
shivering all over, she stretched out her legs — 
and died ! 

"Dear me!" said Dr Drake, as he brushed 
away a tear (or a raindrop perhaps, for it was 
raining very heavily) with the corner of a dock 
leaf, " what a pity that such a beautiful creature 
should have cut short her existence by over- 
indulgence in eating ! Indeed, it is a lesson to us 
all, my friends;" and with a solemn bow to the 
assembled family, he quacked a farewell, stepped 
into the pond, and sailed off to the opposite side. 

And now, my little friends, don't you think it 
was a pity that pretty Snowball should have eaten 
herself to death } I assure you that Charlie 
and Annie thought so, when they found her 
lying stiff and cold among the weeds by the 
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pond. They both felt very sorry as they buried 
their favourite ; and Annie looked particularly 
grave when her mamma, coming up at the time, 
pointed out to her how dangerous as well as 
disgusting it is to be greedy in food. You must 
know that, before this, Annie was much fonder 
of cakes and sweetmeats than any nice little girl 
ought to be ; but from that day, when inclined 
to eat too many good things at a time, she 
would stop short and put them away, for she 
could never forget the sad consequences of over- 
eating, as shown in the fate of greedy little 
Snowball 





THE WILFUL TURKEY. 



1 T was a very fine evening in harvest- 
time ; the Holly-tree Farm was in 
all its glory, and the holly-trees by 
the gate were beginning to give 
promise of an unusual quantity of 
berries. The turkeys had been out 
all day in the fields ; but now it was 
high time for them to be moving towards home. 
So thought old Mrs Turkey, as she flapped her 
wings, and called aloud to her young family: 
" Come, come, my dears," said she, " it is getting 
veiy late, the sun is about setting, the rooks 
have gone to rest a long time ago, and we have 
already been out much longer than we ought. 
There, I declare, I hear Betty, the poultry- 
girl, calling us ; come home, my children, as fast 
as you can." 
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The young turkeys, at the first call from 
their mother, prepared to obey her voice, all 
except one, and she caught her neighbour's 
feathers in her beak and told her to stop, for 
she had something to say to her. So these 
two remained behind, and hid in the hedge, al- 
though the head of the family, a very proud, 
passionate old turkey-cock, became very red in 
the face, and crying "gobble, gobble, gobble, 
gobble 1" seemed to be very angry indeed. 

"Never mind him/' said the one who had de- 
tained her companion (and whom I shall call 
Miss Wilful) ; " he has put himself into a fine 
passion now, but he'll have forgotten all about 
it long before he reaches the house. It is such 
a lovely evening, it would be a shame to go to 
bed so soon ; besides, I know where there are 
some very nice pickings in the harvest field, a 
little way off." 

"Ah ! but," said her friend (whom I shall name 
Miss Timorous), " it is such a long way off; and 
I am so afraid to stop out after they have all 
gone home. We shall be locked out and lost, 
or perhaps be eaten up by a fox." 

"What a stupid you are!" said Miss Wilful. 
" But if you have no appetite for an extra good 
supper, I have ; so good evening to you." 

" Oh ! don't leave me ; I'll go," cried Miss 
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Timorous ; and instead of following her parents 
home to the farm, she went with her naughty 
companion to have a ramble in the fields. 

Presently they came to the harvest field, 
where they found very nice pickings indeed — 
sweet grains of barley and plenty of them too. 
The next field was oats ; so, just for variety, 
they went on to it ; and so busy were they run- 
ning about and enjoying themselves, that they 
never perceived that the sun had set, and the 
bright colours in the western sky had changed 
from gold to purple, and from purple had faded 
off to a dusky grey. All the birds had gone 
home to roost, and only the bats were flitting 
about, trying to catch flies for their supper. 

"Oh! dear," exclaimed Miss Timorous. "See, 
sister, the moon is rising ; do let us hasten home, 
as we shall be too late" 

Miss Wilful now saw that it was very late in- 
deed, so she consented to go home ; and these 
two naughty birds set off, running as fast as ever 
they could, terrified at every sound they heard, 
and every shadow they saw, lest it might prove 
to be a cruel fox watching to spring out and 
devour them. 

There had been a heavy shower while they 
were enjoying their feast in the harvest field, 
but they were too busy then to notice it ; and 
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now, as they ran along the muddy paths, and 
through the wet grass, they presented a most 
deplorable appearance, with their long tails trail- 
ing behind them, all dirty and draggled. 

How they now longed to be safe at home in 
the warm fowl-house, where their relatives were 
by this time sleeping comfortably, in the posi- 
tion that turkeys like best, viz., standing on 
one leg, all in a row, their heads covered with a 
cosy nightcap of feathers ! But such comfort 
was not in store for the disobedient young 
loiterers, who had very little chance of seeing 
the inside of the fowl-house that night ; for, lo 
and behold ! when they at last reached the farm, 
all was still, the great gates shut close, and every 
place locked up for the night. Farmer Hodgson 
and his wife were very regular people. " Early 
to bed and early to rise," was a favourite motto 
of theirs ; so all the creatures, over whom they 
had any control, were obliged to be in bed be- 
fore nine o'clock. 

" There, now," cried Miss Timorous, " I knew 
this would be the way. Here we are shut 
out, with no place to sleep in. What shall we 
dor 

" Don't make such a noise at any rate," said 
Miss Wilful; "now we are out, it is plain we 
must stay so. For my part, I am very glad, for 
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I shall go off again at daylight ; and meanwhile, 
I shall sleep in that snug little hole in the hay- 
rick yonder." 

"I wouldn't go there on any account," said 
Miss Timorous ; " it is so low down, that a fox 
can reach you quite easily." 

" Fox !" sneered Miss Wilful ; " such a coward 
as you are ! I declare, you dream of foxes." 

" But there are foxes about, I know," persisted 
Miss Timorous ; " mother said so this morning, 
when she warned us not to stay away." 

" Why didn't you obey her then } It's rather 
late for you to preach now," laughed Miss Wilful. 

" Ah ! I wish I had," sighed Miss Timorous. 
*' But I mean to try and not get into any more 
mischief now; so you may go to sleep in the 
hay-rick if you like, but I shall go up into this 
holly-tree. It won't be very warm there, I know, 
but it will be safe at any rate." 

So saying, Miss Timorous flew up into the 
holly-tree, where she found it much warmer 
than she expected ; while obstinate Miss Wilful, 
bent on having her own way to the last, settled 
herself to sleep in the hay- rick. 

Now, I must tell you that not very far off 
from the Holly-tree Farm was a large wood, 
near which was a thick furze cover that afforded 
shelter to many wild animals ; and among these 
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was a certain 6M fox, who, with his wife and 
several young cubs, resided in a great hole, 
and were known as the greatest thieves in the 
neighbourhood. They loved to roam about the 
woods seeking for prey ; and woe to the part- 
ridge or pheasant that was so unlucky as to be 
caught napping by them. They delighted in 
game of all sorts ; but what they really enjoyed 
most was to have a fine fat goose or a turkey 
for supper. However, they had been rather 
unfortunate lately, not being able to obtain a 
taste of what they liked best, for, the last time 
the moon was up, the weather was wet and 
stormy ; besides, as some men had been seen 
poaching in the wood, the gamekeepers were 
out almost every night, and sly Mr and Mrs 
Reynard thought it as wise to keep out of the 
range of their guns. 

On this fine moonlight night, however, Mr 
Reynard was tempted to come out of his hole, 
and finding himself very much refreshed by the 
sweet summer air, he began to feel hungry, and 
to long for something good for supper. 

" I declare," said he to his wife, " I'll run down 
to the farm ; there is something in the air that 
reminds me of fowls, and I should very much 
like to have one for supper. I know that, a little 
while since, a hen was beginning to lay in the 
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hedge on the lawn, and ten to one she will be 
sitting on her eggs now. A sitting hen is easily 
caught." 

"Yes," said Mrs Reynard, "only mind that 
you are not caught too. I have heard shocking 
stories of the traps those human creatures have 
laid for us, and it would be sad work if you 
found yourself fast in one of them." 

" Ah !" said Mr Reynard as he winked his 
cunning eyes, " I have not lived all these years 
for nothing ; the human creatures sha'n't catch 
me in the traps. Remain here with the chil- 
dren, and you'll see that I'll bring you some- 
thing good by and by." 

So saying, Mr Reynard set off, running as fast 
as he could, never stopping to look for pheasant 
or anything else, and very soon he was to be seen 
prowling about the lane leading to the Holly- 
tree Farm. He was disappointed at not finding 
the hen as he had expected ; for her eggs had 
been discovered the day before, and she was at 
that moment sitting on them in a snug little 
house of her own inside the farm-yard gate. At 
first he felt vexed ; but, remembering how his 
ancestor, who could not reach the grapes, found 
comfort in the thought that they were cer- 
tainly sour, he said to himself, " She'd have 
been very lean and tough, I am sure ;" and then 
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he began peering about to see what else he 
could find. Presently he stopped ; his cunning 
old eye glistened with delight, and he licked his 
jaws and showed his sharp teeth in positive 
ecstasy at the sight before him; Then, stealing 
on very slowly, before you could say bo! he 
had sprung on poor Miss Wilful, who, fast asleep 
in her warm corner, had no idea that danger 
was so near. What a scream she did give ! 
Miss Timorous screamed too ; the fowls in the 
fowl-house called out as loudly as they could, 
each in its own particular fashion ; while Bess 
and the other dogs, hearing the noise, barked as 
loudly as ever they could, for instinct told them 
that a robber was near. 

The uproar awoke Mrs Hodgson, who aroused 
her sleeping husband. 

" There is such a noise in the farm-yard," said 
she, " I can't think what is the matter." 

"Ah!" said the farmer, as he sprang up and 
hastily dressed himself, "I guess it is one of 
those nasty foxes." Then seizing a gun which 
he always kept loaded by him, he hurried down 
stairs, and was out of the house in a moment. 
He could see nothing in the farm-yard but the 
dogs barking away in great excitement ; so he 
opened the gate and let them out into the lane, 
and very soon they gave chase to Mr Reynard 
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running off with Miss Wilful in his mouth. 
Just as the fox was going to play a cunning 
trick by crossing the road to hide in the neigh- 
bouring coppice, the farmer's gun went — bang ! 
and a shot in his hind leg compelled the thief 
to stop and drop his prey. Another shot dis- 
abled him altogether ; and then the dogs com- 
ing up, almost tore the wounded wretch in 
pieces. As to Miss Wilful, she was already 
dead ; and Farmer Hodgson, when he saw her, 
very much regretted the loss of so fine a bird. 
When he returned to the farm, he found Miss 
Timorous walking about the farm-yard, so he 
shut her up in the fowl-house ; and I dare say 
she was well scolded next day by her mother, 
and her passionate old father, who gobble- 
gobbled very loudly when he found himself 
disturbed in his night's rest. 

Now, little boys and girls, I have nothing 
more to say, except that I think you may learn 
more than one useful lesson from our little tale. 
Is not the fate of Mr Reynard a warning to all 
who would meddle with anything that is not 
their own.? Does not Miss Wilful's sad death 
show the danger and folly of disobeying those 
who are older and wiser than you are } also, the 
evil consequences of headstrong and obstinate 
ways? While from Miss Timorous may you 



754^ Wilful Turkey. 



31 



not learn that, even if led by a foolish cowardice, 
that is, afraid to say no, listening to wicked coun- 
sellors and following their ways, you may, like 
her, be sorry for what you have done, and strive, 
with Grod's help, to do better; always remem- 
bering the good old proverb, that " It is never 
too late to mend ?" 




THE PROUD PIG. 



>OULD you like to take a turn round 
the place?" said farmer Hodgson 
one day to a friend who was paying 
him a visit. 

"Yes, I should, very much, I 

hear you have some very fine fat 

cattle ; and I want especially to see 

those with which you gained the 

prize at last agricultural show." 

As the farmer was not a little proud of his 
live-stock, he felt pleased to hear that they were 
highly spoken of in the country. So he smiled 
pleasantly as he led the way into the farm-yard. 
Horses and cows, oxen and sheep, were all 
duly inspected, and highly approved of. Then 
Farmer Hodgson, stopping before a row of 
well-built pigsties, drew his friend's attention. 
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amongst a number of fine pigs, to one in par- 
ticular. " Look at this fellow," said he, " I think 
you will admire him. Come, sir! get up and 
show yourself!" and leaning over, he gave the 
pig a poke with his stick. The reply from below 
was a very dissatisfied grunt ; but the creature 
appealed to, though evidently very much disin- 
clined to move, did not desire to have a second 
poke from the farmer's stick, and contrived at 
last to stand on his legs for a few minutes, after 
which he dropped down again to his former lazy 
attitude. 

" Isn't he a beauty, Windsor ?" asked the farmer. 

Mr Windsor laughed. 

"Well, as to beauty, you know that is all a 
matter of taste ; but he is certainly the fattest 
creature I ever saw. Why, he has scarcely any 
legs to stand on ! " 

" Therein lies his perfection," said his owner ; 
" he got me a prize last show, and I have since 
sold him to Squire Duke, of Lyston Grange. 
He wants him for killing, and I believe he shall 
have to slaughter him here." 

"For killing! Well, I confess I should not 
like to eat him ; he is rather too fat for me." 

If Mr Pig had been in the least bright, he 
might have been made miserable by the know- 
ledge of his future fate ; but as it was, he was 

8 
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far too lazy to keep awake for more than five 
minutes at a time, so he was fast asleep again 
before the farmer and his friend had finished 
their comments on his appearance, and thus he 
went on living in happy unconsciousness of what 
was before him. 

The next morning, as he was enjoying the 
sunshine, lying as usual in state on his couch of 
clean straw, occasionally exerting himself so far 
as to open one eye or to shake his ear, as a fly 
hurrying into it tickled him beyond bearing, 
he found that his privacy, to his great surprise 
and indignation, was intruded upon by a stranger ; 
and, after actually opening both eyes in his ex- 
cessive astonishment, he perceived a long head, 
ornamented with very long ears, stretch over the 
wall, apparently with a desire to nibble at some 
turnip-tops which some one had thrown into 
the sty. 

"Good morning, sir!" said the owner of the 
long ears. " As you don't appear to be eating 
your turnips, I should take it very kind if you 
would move them a little nearer to me." 

" I am amazed at your impudence," said Mr 
Pig, rising with great difficulty to his feet, 
and turning up his short nose, to express the 
great disdain he felt for his visitor. "I have 
not the least idea who you are," continued he ; 
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''but do you for one moment suppose that I, 
who am accustomed to be waited on by every 
one about the farm, should think of demeaning 
myself by waiting upon you ? If you can reach 
those turnip-tops, you are quite welcome to 
take them (they are a coarse kind of food that 
I should never touch) ; if not, you may leave 
them, and take yourself off as soon as possible. 
Your long ears make me feel quite nervous, and 
if you were to speak in that terrible language 
which you sometimes use, I believe I should die 
of fright." 

"Poor creature!" said Neddy mildly, "I am 
sorry for you.'* 

"Poor creature!" screamed Mr Pig; "do you 
dare to apply that term to mef Me, a gentle- 
man living in a house of my own, feeding on 
the best of everything, and waited on by every 
one ! Compare your mangy hide, worn out by 
blows and hard usage, with my delicate skin, 
and then see who is to be pitied, Mr Bray!" 

"You are, to be sure," said Neddy, even more 
mildly than before. 

" / am !" shouted the pig ; "as how, I pray V 

" Well, you see," said Neddy, " though I grant 
that you speak truth, in saying that I receive 
a good many blows and a great deal of hard 
usage, which unfortunately have left their marks 
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on a coat that once was sleek and handsome, 
still it is a comfort, through all my fatigues and 
hardships, to know that I am of some use in the 
world. Every day brings me a round of duties 
to perform ; and thoiigh it is not always easy 
to work when one is hungry, or to pull a load 
that is much too heavy for one's strength, still, 
by patience and forbearance, I manage to get 
through all that I have to do ; and then at 
night, after my work, I enjoy a most com- 
fortable sleep in my shed ; and master, hard as 
he is in some things, never forgets to give me a 
hearty good supper. Besides, during the day, 
even, I often have opportunities of enjoying a 
bit of rest and refreshment near the places where 
we stop with our goods ; and as my maxim is to 
work hard when I must, and rest when I may, I 
am never very miserable after all. An idle life 
is, I believe, a wretched one ; and I am sure you 
cannot say that you are very happy." 

"Happy!" said Mr Pig, "of course I am. 
And if you were as much admired and talked 
about as I am, you would know that I have a 
right to feel happy, and proud too !" 

" Proud !" repeated Mr Bray, " of what ?" 
" Of what ! Well — of — of — well, of course, of 
my appearance and all that. Being so fat, for 
instance, is considered a great beauty." 
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" But it must be vastly uncomfortable," ai^ued 
Mr Bray. "On a hot day, for instance, to 
have to move about with that weight of flesh 
upon you must be dreadful ; and you know 
you did suffer a great deal at the show. I 
beg your pardon, I am sure ; but if you had 
not brought up these subjects yourself, I should 
never have thought of alluding to them, for, 
indeed, in my heart I am sorry for you, my 
friend." 

"Friend!" exclaimed Mr Pig. "I beg leave 
to state that creatures, occupying such very 
different positions in social life, cannot possibly 
call each other "friend." You belong to the 
hardly-used, badly-fed working classes, while 
I belong to a far higher sphere ; for, as I told 
you before, I have nothing to do for my living ; 
and I assure you I have cousins in Ireland who 
are treated with more deference than I am, — 
they may walk in and out of the human crea- 
tures' houses, and — ^" 

"Ah! yes, I know," said Neddy. "I have 
heard that in Ireland Mr Pig pays the rent. 
Still I would not change places either with you 
or your Irish cousins — but here comes my 
master. Will you be so kind as to let me have 
the turnips } I am really very hungry, and they 
will only be wasted. Do be so kind !" 
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** No, I won't," grunted the surly Pig, and he 
sank down again to take his ease on his soft 
couch of straw. 

Neddy Bray's master was a costermonger in 
a small way. He had called at the farm to buy 
poultry, fruits, and vegetables to sell at the 
neighbouring town — ^indeed he usually called 
every Wednesday. So Neddy found many op- 
portunities of peeping over into Mr Pig's sty ; 
but he never could get another word, civil or 
otherwise, from that surly creature, who seemed 
to be daily growing fatter and prouder too. So 
weeks passed on. 

It was a fine morning in Christmas week, 
when the costermonger drove his cart down the 
lane, and stopped at the Holly-tree Farm. The 
children were at the door when it came in ; and 
while it was being loaded with fat fowls and 
other good things, Annie and Charlie were 
petting patient Neddy, and feeding him with a 
fine bunch of carrots. Neddy loved carrots, 
and his mild eyes looked even pleasanter than 
usual while he crunched the juicy roots. He 
was gaily dressed that morning, with scarlet 
rosettes on each side of his head, and long 
streamers too, and really looked what he was, a 
very handsome donkey. 

"Papa," said Charlie, "I do wish I had a 
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donkey like Neddy ; you know you promised 
me one last summer.** 

" So I did, my boy ; but I have not met with 
any since then that I thought suitable for chil- 
dren. I was looking at one, but I found that 
he kicked, while another was given to rolling, 
and—" 

" 1*11 warrant, sir," said the costermonger, " that 
this here beast would do neither one nor t'other. 
He's the quietest creature ever you saw ; and 
I ought to know him by this time." 

** But you wouldn't like to sell him, perhaps," 
said Charlie. 

" Yes, sir, I would that. My business is get- 
ting over heavy, so I'm thinking of selling this 
here donkey and buying a horse, and I'll be glad 
to see him with some 'un as would take care on 
him ; for though I'm hard on him sometimes, the 
children at home are main fond of him." 

Hearing this, Charlie cast an imploring glance 
at his father. Farmer Hodgson, wishing to 
please his son, soon made a bargain with the 
costermonger ; and it was agreed that Neddy 
should go his rounds as usual that day, and be 
brought up to the farm in the evening. What 
a nice change for poor patient Neddy ! He 
would still never be idle, but he would not have 
any more hard work, por hard treatment. 
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A few days after, with his coat nicely brushed 
and a new saddle on his back, Neddy pre- 
sented a highly respectable appearance. But, as 
he was feeling very happy and contented while 
waiting in the yard for his young master and 
mistress, he was startled by hearing a violent 
screaming close to him, and looking round, he 
saw proud Mr Pig struggling in the grasp of 
several men, who were carrying him off, much 
against his will. When Neddy perceived that 
one of the men wore a long knife hanging 
from his belt, he knew that his proud friend's 
hours were numbered. "Poor fellow," brayed 
he, in his native tongue, "I am sure I am 
sorry for him." When fat Mr Pig heard the 
well-known voice, he turned round, and would 
have expressed his surprise at the evident 
improvement in Neddy's condition ; but those 
who had charge of him would not give him a 
chance of saying a civil word, as they hurried 
him away to the slaughter-house. There he 
ended his days that morning, while Neddy Bray 
lived on to a good old age, mild and patient as 
ever, always beloved by his young master and 
mistress ; indeed, the good quiet donkey was 
quite the pet of the farm-yard. 

Can we learn anything from this little tale ? 
I hear my young friends inquire. 
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Yes, clears, I think you can ; for to my mind 
it teaches a lesson to all, both high and low. 
It tells little boys and girls, who, being children 
of wealthy parents, have no need to work for 
their living, that, however rich they are, they 
must not be proud or idle, never rude or uncivil 
to those beneath them, but be always ready to 
do a kind action, and help those who suffer in 
any way. To poor children, it teaches that 
though their lot may be a hard one in many 
ways, there is no path so dark that it may 
not be brightened by stray gleams of sunshine — 
heart sunshine — arising from that love to God 
which alone can produce contentment, and 
patient endurance of whatever He is pleased to 
order for them. 





THE QUARRELSOME GANDER. 



zE shall pay another visit to Charlie 
and Annie Hodgson. It is in the 
early part of October. The coun- 
try around us looks very lovely ; 
for, though summer, with its warm 
days, sunny skies, and long mild 
evenings, has passed away, autumn 
has come, rich in fruits and glorious colours, 
that cannot fail to please any one, young or aid, 
who has an eye to see, and a heart to enjoy, 
the ever-changing beauties of nature. 

I love the country in all seasons, for each one 
brings some new delight peculiar to itself; and 
I feel sure my little friends will be ready to 
enjoy it with me, while in fancy we ramble 
through the fields, some of them as green as 
they were in the springtime ; for, since the hay 
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was cut down, the after-grass has sprung up 
to clothe the country with verdure. Owing 
to the wet weather, the corn has been very 
late this year ; even now, in some places among 
the mountains, it is not all gathered in. But 
Farmer Hodgson has been more fortunate than 
many, perhaps because he is more active, mak- 
ing the most of every bright hour, and every 
gleam of sunshine ; so, well-cleared stubble fields 
are to be seen in that part of his land where the 
golden corn once waved in the breeze ; while 
his well-stocked rick-yards do not look as if, 
with him at least, the year's harvest had been 
very defective. 

Stubble fields are not interesting in them- 
selves ; still we may find much to admire as we 
pass along. Now we have startled a hare from 
her form. Ah ! Mrs Puss, you had a cosy little 
nest almost beneath our feet. There, too, are a 
whole family of partridges, picking away so pret- 
tily. Dainty little creatures ! it is very well for 
you that we are not sportsmen, with guns and 
dogs, or your little span of life would soon be 
closed. 

Now puss has scampered off, and the partridge 
family have flown away ; so we must turn to the 
hedges, and see if we cannot find something to 
admire there. There are blue-bells still, and a 
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few stray blossoms of the honeysuckle ; and see f 
just below it, twining in and out round the 
branches of the thorn, are the briony's shining 
wreaths, ornamented with clusters of beautiful 
berries. Just look along the hedgerow ; what 
quantities of fruit of all colours ! " Fruit!" say 
you, " I see none except the blackberries !*' 
But, dear little one, you quite forget that all 
those berries of the various trees are fruits also, — 
there are hips and haws, sloes and blackberries, 
scarlet clusters on the mountain ash, while 
others of deep purple adorn the elder. Yes, 
they are all beautiful. 

But here we are at the last stile ; and I do not 
think that anything can be more lovely than the 
glowing tints in those tall trees that form an arch- 
way over the lane. Look at that horse-chestnut; 
what a variety of brilliant hues — rich crimson, 
bright scarlet, orange, and gold ! Then there is 
the birch, with its elegant lemon-coloured foliage ; 
and next it the oak, so beautifully brown and 
ruddy ; while, if you turn your head towards the 
hill, where sly Mr Reynard used to live, you will 
see that the woods which clothe its sides are one 
blaze of brilliant colours. Ah ! now I know 
what attracts your eye. Something that children 
always love to look at. And, indeed, the orchard 
is quite a picture this year ; for, though not a 
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damson or plum is to be seen, the apple-trees 
are laden with fruit ; and some of the branches 
are bending to the ground, almost ready to break 
under their burden of rosy, ripe apples. 

We are now at the farm ; and there, just out- 
side the garden gate, are Annie and Charlie, 
looking eagerly up and down the lane, evidently 
in anxious expectation of some one whom they 
very much wish to see. You and I, my little 
friends, being only here in fancy, of course 
we are not their expected guests ; so, while 
still invisible, we will stay and see what is going 
on. 

Annie's face looks quite troubled as she talks 
to her brother every now and then, uttering an 
impatient wish that "she would come." Pre- 
sently Farmer Hodgson rides out of the farm- 
yard, mounted on a fine bay mare. It is his 
favourite "Sally;" and though she is getting 
old now, he is as fond of her as ever, for she has 
been always a gentle, faithful creature, and has 
carried him well for many a long year. What a 
kind face she has, and what beautiful soft eyes, 
though the farmer shakes his head when we 
notice them, for he is afraid that one of them is 
becoming blind ! Poor old Sally ! I think she is 
pleased when he stops to speak to the children ; 
and I am sure, if she could, she would say some- 
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thing loving while they stroke her nose and pat 
her glossy coat. 

" Well, my little girl, what is wrong now ? 
Has not Lucy come yet ?" 

" No, indeed, papa ; is it not too bad of her ? 
She promised to be here by one o'clock, and 
now it is past two. The best part of the day is 
going ; and if she does not come soon, we shall 
have scarcely any time in the wood." 

" Do you mean Burns wood } What are you 
going to do there that will require so many hours 
to accomplish V 

" Oh ! papa, don't you know } We are going 
nutting and blackberrying, and we wanted to 
have a good long afternoon ; for old Tom says 
that the hazels are quite laden with nuts this 
year ; though there are not so many blackberries 
as usual, the rain has spoiled them so much. 
We are to have tea in nurse's cottage ; and then 
you and mamma are to give us your company. 
Won't it be nice t But if Lucy is not here soon, 
it will spoil all ; for the days are so short now, 
mamma does not like us to be out late." 

" If," said the farmer, " I was certain which 
road Lucy would take, I would go that way and 
hasten her on. Do you think she is most likely 
to come along the high road, or through the 
glen, and the path by the mill V 
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Annie's face brightened. " Oh ! papa, how 
good you are ! I think she is sure to come by 
the mill, for that is the shortest way." 

" Very well, then, I shall ride round that way ; 
it won't take me very much out of my road. 
And if I don't see Lucy, I shall go on to your 
aunt's, and tell her to come without delay. Will 
that do r 

"Oh! yes, papa, and thank you !" exclaimed 
both the children ; and then they stood with 
bright faces, watching him as he trotted down 
the lane, for, going at that brisk pace, he must 
soon meet Lucy, and she would be sure to 
hasten on when told how anxiously her cousins 
were waiting for her. 

And now we must leave them and go off to 
the old mill, where the members of a certain 
family belonging to the farm are receiving in- 
structions in walking, swimming, and general 
behaviour from their respected parents, Mrs 
Goose and her partner, the old grey gander. 
Now this Mrs Goose was a very motherly, pru- 
dent old creature, far too sensible to go out of 
temper easily ; though she was often very much 
put out of the way by the fussy manners and 
silly conduct of Mr Gander, who, not being wise 
himself, was continually giving very foolish in- 
structions to his children. I don't think so 

4 
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much of his bending his head (and cackling to 
his young ones to do the same) when they are 
passing under that high bridge. Even Mrs 
Goose does so, having learned it from her 
mother ; and as she had it from hers, it is 
quite plain that it is a tradition always observed 
in the goose family; and though it does look 
absurd to see such small creatures apparently 
afraid that their heads must strike against an 
object so many feet above them, we will suppose 
it to be owing to some defect in their sight 
which prevents them from taking a proper view 
of the height of the archway. Now they are 
swimming on the pool, and while they are doing 
so, Mr Gander takes the opportunity to lecture 
his family on the manner in which they are to 
behave when they happen to meet with any 
members of the human species. 

** Now, my dears," said he, "you may believe 
me when I tell you that mankind, whatever 
they may say, are really no friends of ours ; 
therefore my first advice to you is to be as 
unfriendly as possible to them. For instance, 
whenever you see any of them coming, do not 
move out of their way, rather force them to 
move out of yours; and if they are not very 
numerous or very strong, you can easily frighten 
them by running forward, screaming and hissing. 
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as you have seen me do. Nay, you can do 
more ; for though you have not teeth in your 
jaws like many other animals, your bills are 
indented at the edges so as to form quite a 
sharp row of teeth, and they will give a very 
severe bite if you only use them cleverly. At 
any rate, never give way to any one, or you will be 
treated as a nobody, and will never get on in life." 

" I cannot agree with you there," said good 
Mother Goose, who, just awaking from a nap, 
had heard the latter part of her partner's speech. 
" We have all been given our particular station 
in life. Man, as the lord of creation, has a right 
to rule over us all, and I think it most proper to 
recognise his right by moving out of his way 
when I see him coming ; and as I never inter- 
fere with him, he never interferes with me, except 
by kindly providing me with food and a com- 
fortable shelter for the night. I consider him a 
benefactor to our race, and I should wish my 
children to do the same." 

" Hiss-ss-ss," said the Gander ; " I should 
advise no such thing. You are as stupid as you 
are cowardly." 

" A coward I am not," replied Mrs Goose ; 
"for you must acknowledge that, when a real 
enemy comes, I can defend my family quite as 
well as you can ; but when creatures are peace- 
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ably disposed, and do not attack us, I do not 
see why we should attack them/' 

**It is brave," said the Gander, "always to 
show yourself ready to fight, and so maintain 
your own dignity." 

" Taking offence easily, and quarrelling about 
nothing, is the reverse of dignified," said Mrs 
Goose ; " and I have heard the most sensible of 
the human species say, that such conduct often 
brings them into great trouble; for when the 
rulers of a nation on the same continent won't 
give way to their neighbours, but rather go out 
of their way to pick quarrels with them, taking 
offence where none is intended, then a war begins, 
men go to battle, thousands are killed, and so 
numbers of innocent people are condemned to 
suffer for the fault of one or two quarrelsome 
individuals. It may be so with us, too, if you 
keep biting and attacking every human being 
that comes in your way. You will suffer your- 
self, and perhaps get your children into trouble, 
too ; while, if they take my advice, and are good- 
natured and accommodating, they will find it 
much better in every way." 

Mr Gander was again rude enough to hiss 
several times during his partner's speech ; and 
when it was over, being quite unable to reply, 
he strutted about in a great rage, biting savagely 
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at the tender grass tops, and snapping up every 
unlucky fly and grub that came in his way. So 
he walked on at the head of his flock until they 
came to a spot where the path from the glen 
joined that by the mill, so that any one coming 
over the stile that way must pass by the geese. 
Presently Mr Gander held up his head, turning 
it first to one side, then to the other, for the 
notes of a song caught his ear, and the voice 
that sang it was not that of a bird. 

"Ah !" thought he, "here comes one of those 
insulting human creatures. FU soon let them 
see who is master here.** 

" Take care," said Mrs Goose ; " it is only a 
pretty little girl. She seems in a hurry, so do 
not stop her." 

*' I'll not allow her to pass," said the Gander. 
" She is only singing to tease me. Hark to the 
words ! they are most insulting !" 

* • Goosey, goosey, gander, 
Where will you wander ? 
Upstairs and downstairs, 
In my lady's chamber. " 

The little girl, whose appearance so annoyed 
Mr Gander, was at that moment sitting on the 
stile. She was a pretty child, about ten years 
of age, and seemed very happy, while she rested 
a moment, singing her little song, and at the 
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same time twisting a long wreath of briony 
round her straw hat. " I can do this as I go on," 
said she ; and she was just stepping off the stile 
when the old grey gander rushed forward, flap- 
ping his wings, screaming, and hissing, with his 
mouth wide open, and his tongue quite visible. 

I must tell you that this little girl was Lucy 
Wilmot — Annie and Charlie's cousin ; and, being 
a brave girl, she was not at all disposed to be 
driven out of her way by any of the goose tribe ; 
indeed, she seemed to think it rather good fun, 
for she laughed and said : 

** How ugly you look, you silly old bird ! I 
don't want to hurt you ; please move out of my 
way." 

Whether Mr Gander understood what she 
said, and was offended at being called " a silly 
old bird," I am not prepared to say ; at any rate, 
directly she tried to move on, he rushed at her ; 
and as some of his children thought proper to 
follow his example by flapping their wings and 
cackling with all their might, the poor little girl 
became quite bewildered. 

"Was ever such a thing!" said she; "to be 
kept here by stupid geese, of all other creatures ! 
It is too absurd." 

Then she stepped boldly forward, and was 
passing Mr Gander, when he flew at her, caught 
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the end of her jacket in his bill, held on savagely, 
at the same time flapping his wings with such 
violence that she was almost thrown down. 
Now really terrified, she screamed aloud ; and 
what she would have done next I hardly know, 
had not a horseman appeared round the corner 
of the road, and, seeing the little girl's predica- 
ment, he rode up quickly, and gave Mr Gander 
such a sharp cut across the neck with his riding- 
whip, that he loosed his hold and ran off scream- 
ing with pain. 

"Why, Lucy, is it you ?" 

And Lucy looked up and dried her tears, even 
laughing as she saw her Uncle Hodgson's kind 
face, and felt his strong arms round her. " Ah ! 
uncle, I was so frightened ; I never knew a goose 
could be so fierce. I have been here ever so 
long, afraid to go back or forwards, and yet 
thinking it foolish to mind a creature like that." 

" 'Twas the grey gander, my child ; he is a 
wicked old bird. I have heard of his quarrel- 
some disposition, and I shall take care he does 
not try it again. He shall suffer for his sins, 
Lucy, by going to market next Saturday ; for, 
old as he is, he is very fat, and some people with 
good teeth won't mind eating him." 

" I was on my way looking for you, my child ; 
for Annie and Charlie are in a great state of 
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anxiety waiting for you ; and it was very well I 
came, or they would probably have had to wait 
much longer. Now, then, Til tell you how we 
will manage. I'll mount old Sal, and do you 
spring up behind. There, that will do; now 
put your arm round me and hold fast, and we'll 
be at the farm in a few minutes." 

Annie and Charlie shouted with delight when 
they saw their papa coming back, with Lucy 
riding behind him. 

"The dearest, best of fathers!" exclaimed 
they ; and Annie forthwith asked her mamma if 
she would not like to have fifty husbands just 
like papa. 

Mrs Hodgson smiled, and thought one quite 
enough. And then Lucy sprang off her high 
horse, and hastened to give her cousins an 
account of her adventure. They could not help 
laughing as they pictured to themselves the old 
grey gander, with neck outstretched, screaming 
and hissing as he contended the right of way ; 
but they looked grave when their father told 
them that Lucy had had a narrow escape of 
being seriously hurt ; for if the angry bird had 
caught her arm instead of her jacket, he would 
have inflicted a very painful wound. 

As their cousin had dined before she set out, 
Annie and Charlie lost no time in starting with 
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her on their expedition to Burnswood, well pro- 
vided with satchels for their nuts, and a basket 
to carry their blackberries. The former were 
soon well filled, but not so the latter; for we 
cannot expect to have all good things every year 
alike. At any rate, the children enjoyed their 
afternoon, especially their tea in the cottage, at 
which Annie presided. Then niamma joined 
them, and papa too ; though I believe, if the 
truth were known, the latter would have liked 
his much better at home; but he was a kind 
papa, and to please the children he contrived to 
be at the cottage in good time, made them all 
very merry by telling some droll stories, and then 
drove them home quite comfortably before dark- 
ness came on. 

As to Mr Gander, if you had visited the farm 
on the following Saturday, you would have seen 
him with his head peeping out of a basket in the 
costermonger's cart. He told his family that as 
he had always maintained his dignity, and kept 
the human species in fear of him, they were at 
last about to acknowledge the rights of so noble 
a bird by exalting him to a higher position in 
life; but as soon as he was gone, Mrs Goose 
(who was by no means grieved at the loss of her 
quarrelsome partner) told them, that to the best 
of her belief, in consequence of his bad temper, 
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and trick of attacking all who came in his way, 
the only dignity for which he was reserved was 
to be stuffed and roasted, and, after that, exalted 
to the head-dish on the table of some member of 
the human species. This version of the story, of 
course, caused a great sensation in the family, 
who, though geese by nature, were not geese 
enough to be blind to the fact that their best 
and wisest plan was to be quiet and accom- 
modating, and, if possible, to live peaceably with 
all men. 

I have seen little boys and girls who were 
very apt to take offence at their playfellows ; 
I have seen them stand in the way so that others 
might not pass ; I have seen them, when building 
toy houses, quarrel if one of their bricks were 
touched ; I have seen them so proud and silly 
that they hardly liked to obey their teachers 
or elder brothers and sisters. 

None of my dear little friends, I am sure, 
would like to imitate such ways ; they should 
rather be like the gentle ones, who give way to 
others, but who have, still, brave hearts to do 
what is right, to maintain the right, and so go 
on their way happy and beloved. 



A WINTER DAY. 



j, T was the first day of winter. The 
season had been so unusually mild, 
that the oaks and willows were still 
well clothed with leaves, and looked 
so pretty in their autumn dresses of 
golden brown and yellow green, that 
poor old November could not bear 
the thoughts of leaving them, so he wept himself 
away in torrents of rain. Yes, he wept and 
sighed, and the rain poured down, until just be- 
fore sunset ; and then, if you had looked up at 
the darkening sky, you would have seen, far 
away to northward, the chariot of the old Snow 
King, like a mass of great white clouds, as it 
stood waiting for the storm-steeds to carry it 
down from the poles on a journey over the earth. 
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Soon the horses were tackled, little Jack Frost 
jumped up behind (for he knew that the Snow 
King could not get on without him) ; then away 
they went on the winds, dashing through the 
realms of air, puffing and blowing, snorting and 
roaring, and committing sad havoc as they flew 
along, shaking the fleece off* their white coats, 
tearing the down out of the snow chariot, and 
scattering it over the earth. 

" Ha ! ha ! ha !" laughed old King Snow, '' Here 
goes more fleece, more fleece ! Blow away, good 
steeds, I have plenty more to spare. We must 
have all that country below nice and white for 
my jolly good friend Father Christmas, and old 
Time's son, the Happy New Year." 

" What a fussy old fellow you are !" muttered 
Master Jack Frost ; " you are working yourself 
all out of breath. There, you have done enough 
now; so send the storm-steeds home, and lie 
down to rest on the top of yonder hill, while I 
go and finish up yon great snow mantle; for 
November has shed so many parting tears, that 
if I do not work very sharply, all you have done 
will soon be washed away." 

" What a bright lad it is !" murmured the old 
Snow King, as from the top of a mountain he 
watched Jack Frost working away quietly but 
surely, breathing upon the snow until it became 
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quite close and hard, sealing up the ponds and 
lakes, stopping the rivers, checking the laughter 
of the merry little brooks, meeting the torrent 
as it foamed down the mountain gorge, and 
catching it in an icy grasp. " Bravo ! Jack 
Frost, bravo ! See, the trees are all decked with 
jewels, the fern leaves are covered with frosted 
silver ! What a sharp lad you are, to be sure ! 
But now," said the Snow King, " I perceive the 
sun is rising, and has painted my chariot a 
fiery red ; so I must up and travel on. We 
have a great deal to do at this time of the 
year.** 

** Annie ! Annie I get up, get up ; the country 
all round is white with snow, and the men say it 
lies some feet deep at the sides of the lane." 

" I am up, Charlie ; but my fingers are so cold, 
I can scarcely do anything. Oh! I wish the 
snow had never come !" 

Annie was not so strong as Charlie, so she 
crept down stairs, shivering and shaking all the 
while, and seemed to care for nothing but the fire- 
side ; while he would scarcely give himself time to 
eat his breakfast, so anxious was he to go out to 
enjoy his first game of snowballs. By and by he 
came in again, flushed and rosy, to tell his sister of 
all the fun he had. "Oh! Annie" said he, "it is so 
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jolly! I have been having a regular snow battle ; 
and now I am going to make a great snow man 
in the very middle of the grass plot. I think Til 
run down to the mill to ask them to come up 
and help us." 

" To help you r said Annie. " I shan't go out 
to-day, I can't bear the sight of the snow. 
How I wish it had never come ! I had collected 
such a quantity of beautiful green moss ; and 
Lucy and I had intended to build a moss-house 
with it. Now we can't do anything. Lucy 
won't help you with your snow man, I know, for 
she hates the cold as much as I do." 

" Perhaps she does," said Charlie ; " but she is 
never so cross about it, as you are. Now what's 
the use of fretting when a thing can't be helped ?" 
and Charlie, annoyed by Annie's peevishness, 
went off to find some one more inclined to 
sympathise with him in the delights of snow- 
balling and snow-man-making. 

Now, I must tell you that Annie was not the 
only being at the " Holly-tree Farm" whose 
pleasures were marred by the work of sharp Jack 
Frost and the old Snow King. The cows, as 
they came out of the cow-houses, mo-o-ed and 
bo-o-ed in low, melancholy tones. Strawberry's 
limbs seemed to have grown suddenly stiff, she 
moved along so lazily ; and as for Zetty, the calf, 
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he held back his head, and snuffed up the frosty 

air in imitation of his elders, but evidently could 

not make up his mind about this new state of 

things ; so, not knowing what to do, he kicked 

up his heels, and capered about the yard ; then, 

seeing some clothes hanging out on a line in the 

field close by, he refreshed himself by quietly 

eating the greater part of a deep bordered cap ! 

Mischievous Zetty ! he was caught in the fact 

by Kitty the dairy-maid ; and as the cap was 

hers, you may be sure she gave him a very good 

beating. Well, the fowls were, as usual, let out 

of the fowl-house, and very miserable they 

looked ; but the ducks and geese, seeing the 

fold-yard gates open, slipped off down the lane 

to enjoy a swim in the pond, 

Alas ! poor creatures, they were doomed to 

be disappointed, for the pond was covered with 

hard, hard ice, upon which they could make no 

impression. It was in vain that they tapped it 

with their beaks, and stamped upon it with their 

legs, their webbed feet slid from under them, so 

they had to make for the bank again ; and being 

all of them under a year old, they could not 

make out what had happened. Presently one 

of the men from the farm broke a hole in the 

ice, so that they might drink ; but this did not 

content them, for they wanted a swim to refresh 

5 
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them after the night ; and not being able to 
have it, they quacked and cackled a chorus of 
lamentations ; then, not knowing what else to 
do, they turned upon each other, and began to 
make sundry very personal and not at all 
complimentary remarks. 

" I declare," said the head of the party, a very 
pert young drake, " this state of things is ex- 
tremely annoying. It is too bad to be deprived 
of our morning bath in such a sudden and un- 
expected manner. My toilet feels quite dis- 
arranged ; and yet I can see that my dress is as 
handsome as ever. I wish I could say as much 
for yours, Miss Goose." 

" Indeed !" said Miss Goose, bridling up ; " pray 
what is the matter with mine T 

"Well," said MrDrake,as he smoothed his glossy 
green waistcoat, " I scarcely like to tell you the 
truth ; but your white dress does look so dirty 
and miserable, I should hardly have recognised 
you but for your voice." 

" Dirty ! miserable !" exclaimed Miss Goose 
in a rage ; " It is your vanity and foppish conceit 
that makes you say so." 

Mr Drake bowed his head provokingly. " I 
beg your pardon," said he; "but unfortunately 
my tastes are so very fastidious, that I cannot 
help noticing when ladies are badly dressed. 
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Some of my relatives, too, who wear white, 
look so wretched, they are scarcely fit to be 
seen." 

** Scarcely fit to be seen !*' exclaimed all the 
ducks, their feathers quivering with indignation. 
"We bathed in this pond before we went home 
last evening, so we cannot look so bad as you 
say." 

" Indeed, but you do," persisted Mr Drake ; 
"and I can only say that if you continue to 
appear in such shabby costumes, you must 
excuse me if I avoid your company. I should 
get new dresses if I were you." 

"It is not our fault if we do look badly," 
pleaded a little Miss Duck; "it is rather our 
misfortune ; and you should comfort and help 
us to bear it, instead of speaking so very un- 
kindly. As for new dresses, you know we have 
had these quite lately; and Mrs Nature won't 
give us any more until next year." 

" If that is the case," said Mr Drake, " I have 
nothing more to say, except that I prefer choos- 
ing the companionship of those who can dress 
in as good style as I do. I can't bear to be 
seen with shabby-looking people. Ah ! now I 
see Mrs Guinea-fowl coming ; she seems to have 
preserved her good looks, so I shall hasten on to 
meet her. Good morning, Mrs Guinea," said 
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Mr Drake, as he tried to bow gracefully to the 
well-dressed stranger. " Good morning, ma*am ; 
cold weather seems to agree with you, for you 
look wonderfully well this morning." 

" That is just what I am not," said Mrs Guinea 
haughtily. " Go back, go back, go back !"* 

Mr Drake looked rather surprised ; but com- 
ing forward to make another facetious remark, 
Mrs Guinea again said, " Go back, go back !" 

There was no mistaking the words, and Mr 
Drake, taking them as a personal affront, looked 
extremely indignant. 

** Mrs Guinea," said he, " I cannot go back. I 
have been struck by your elegant lady-like 
appearance ; so different from that of my own 
relatives, that — '-' Here all the ducks and geese 
came up gabbling and quacking with all their 
might. 

" Do, please, tell us, Mrs Guinea, whether our 
beautiful white feathers have since last night 
changed to a dirty brown. Mr Drake has the 
impertinence to say that they have." 

" Go back, go back !" screamed Mrs Guinea. 

" No, that we won't ; we have as much right 
to go on as you have. And though you do look 
so aristocratic, we are just as good as you ;" and 
the geese, stretching out their long necks, and 

* The cry of the guinea fowL 
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putting out their long tongues, ran at poor Mrs 
Guinea, who had no other recourse than to 
scream, "Go back, go back!" as loudly as she 
could. It is hard to say what might have 
happened next had not an umpire appeared on 
the scene. This was an elderly Captain Game- 
cock, who, having seen a great deal of life, and 
come off conqueror in many hard-fought battles, 
generally acted as magistrate among the fowls. 
Hearing the tumult in the lane, he flew up on 
the farm-yard wall, and flapping his wings to 
attract attention, crowed a very loud "cock-a- 
doodle-doo ;" then, without saying anything 
more, he alighted in the very midst of the com- 
batants. Now this Captain Gamecock was a 
very grand old soldier. We call him captain, 
though he was in fact a general (only he wore 
his plumes in his tail instead of his head), and on 
this account he carried his beak very high in the 
air, and strutted about in a very lordly manner. 

" Cock-a-doodle-doo ! What is all this noise 
about .^'' Then all the ducks and geese, with 
much quacking and gabbling, told how they 
had been insulted, first by their own relative 
declaring them not fit company for him, and 
then by Mrs Guinea's rudeness when they 
appealed to her. 

Captain Gamecock having heard all sides of 
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the story, looked extremely solemn, and declared 
that he feared the case would have to be tried 
by court-martial. 

** Oh ! no ; please, no," shouted all the fowls in 
concert. " Courts-martial are so very tedious, and 
the weather is so very cold. Please settle the mat- 
ter now ; we shall be content with your opinion." 

"Very well, then;" and Captain Gamecock, in- 
stead of coughing, as our orators do when trying 
to collect their thoughts, relieved his oppressed 
feelings by a very prolonged "Cock-a-doodle- 
doo." Then turning to young Drake, who 
stood pluming his feathers, "As for you, young 
sir," said he, "on referring to the farmyard 
annals (which, as you know, are written on the 
lining of an egg-shell), I find your name enrolled 
as a silly, conceited fellow. Now, sir, I feel cer- 
tain that you merit that description ; and more, 
too, for you are a mean young fellow to desert 
your relatives because, being in trouble, they 
cannot appear quite as well dressed as usual. 
For my part, / feel ashamed to be seen in your 
company, so you may go away as fast as ever 
you can. As for you, my young friends," turn- 
ing to the ducks and geese, " only that I know 
this is the first winter you have seen, I should 
feel very much inclined to scold you — first, for 
your impatience under circumstances that will 
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not last for ever ; and secondly, for not knowing 
that, as in nature almost everything is viewed by 
comparison, so, snow being the purest white, your 
white feathers look soiled and brown when con- 
trasted with it. However, as it is not fine feathers 
only that make fine birds, I would advise you 
not to allow the present annoyances to sour your 
temper, but be as amiable as you can, and try 
to make the best of existing circumstances." 

"But shall we always be this way?" sighed a 
pretty young duck. "Will days never be 
brighter } shall we never again enjoy our com- 
forts and luxuries as of old ?" 

« Ah ! my young friend," said Captain Game- 
cock, with a patronising tone, " you are longing 
after the delicious shell-fish that are now out of 
your reach ; but you must take things as they 
come, my dear, and have patience. The ice will 
break some day, the snows will melt away, and, 
after this little reverse, you will enjoy life 
better than ever you have done yet. But hark ! 
What music is that } whence does it come ? I 
know the notes, but cannot recognise the singer," 
and Captain Gamecock turned his head from 
side to side, then looking up at the holly-tree, 
he uttered a very sagacious " Cock-a-doodle- 
doo!" "Dear me!" said he, "live and learn; 
I had no idea that a tree could make such sweet 
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music ! How merrily the notes go ! To think of 
holly berries singing like that !" 

" Berries never sing," said Mrs Hen, who, 
though a plain, motherly body, had really more 
common sense than her lord. " Berries cannot 
sing, my dear," said she ; " it must be some kind 
of bird that is producing such sweet notes." 

" Mrs Hen," replied Captain Gamecock, ruffling 
his feathers, and stamping impatiently, " how 
can yoUy a weak female, incapable of under- 
standing any subject more scientific than eggs 
and chickens, how can you presume to offer 
an opinion in contradiction to mine } I say the 
holly-tree on the right-hand side of the gate is 
making that music. The sweet notes are coming 
directly from the only branch of red berries that 
the blackbirds have left." 

"Cluck, cluck, cluck!" said Mrs Hen; "have 
your own way, my dear." 

" Of course, I mean to," replied Captain Game- 
cock with dignity. " But now, do my eyes de- 
ceive me, or are those red berries moving V 

Mrs Hen looked up and clucked quietly to 
herself, when just at that moment a tiny creature 
flew out of the holly-tree, and dropping on the 
ground, looked sharply about with a pair of very 
bright black eyes. 

"Cock-a-doodle-doo!" shouted Captain Game- 
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cock so loudly that the little creature was fright- 
ened, and flew back to his perch in the holly-tree. 

"There, my dear," said Mrs Hen, "you see it 
is a bird after all. It was its red breast that you 
mistook for a bunch of scarlet berries." 

Captain Gamecock vouchsafed no reply to 
his matter-of-fact partner ; but feeling rather 
puzzled, he scratched his ear with his fore claw, 
and looked up at the songster in the holly-tree. 
" Good morning, my little fellow," said he. 
" Surely your song is rather ill-timed ; for though 
I have just been telling my friends the ducks and 
geese that it is their duty to be patient under 
very unpleasant circumstances, I really cannot 
see that we are called upon to be merry, I declare 
you are singing as blithely as if it were a bright 
May morning, instead of a miserable winter day." 

" Ah ! " said Rttle Robin, " you are quite correct 
in saying that the day is not very pleasant ; and, 
to say the truth, until a few minutes ago I was 
quite starving with cold and hunger ; but a kind 
little girl gave me some crumbs, and now I am so 
thankful, I cannot help singing." 

"Are crumbs your usual food V asked Mrs Hen. 

" Oh ! no ; I like worms and seed much better; 
but they are not to be had now, so I must be 
content with whatever I can get ; and, after all, 
things are seldom so bad but they might be worse, 
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and however unpleasant our condition may be, I 
think it is wisest to try and make the best of it." 
"Ah!" said Captain Gamecock, "that is just 
what I have been saying to my friends. For 
my own part, I try to be content because it is 
my duty ; but as to being 
merry, that is simply im- 
possible just now ; indeed, 
contentment is far more 
easy to preach than to 
practise." 

" I tell you why," said 
little Robin; "you can't 
either preach or practise 
successfully, unless the 
principle you advocate has 
really found a place in 
your heart." 

Just then a human voice 
called "Chick, chick, chick, 
chick, chick, chick !" Cap- 
BETTv,TMHFowL^;ii.T,. fain Gamccock and Mrs 
Hen knew that voice well, and scampered off 
as fast as their legs would take them ; and 
there, as they expected, before the house door 
stood Betty, the fowUgirl, with a bag of grain 
and other food for the feathered inhabitants of 
the Holly-tree Farm. As soon as little Robin 
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perceived what was going on, he hastened down 
to enjoy a share in the feast ; the sparrows, and 
chaffinches, and other out-pensioners, soon joined 
the company; and I am sorry to say, that 
though little Robin had shown such a merry, 
cheerful disposition, his behaviour at the farm- 
yard feast was most captious and tyrannical, 
fighting his way among the sparrows and even 
his brother robins for every morsel he could get. 
Such a peppery little fellow you never saw. At 
last, when he had eaten enough, he flew away, 
and later in the day he was singing as merrily 
as ever, all alone in the holly-tree. 

"Mamma," said Annie, roused into better 
humour by the robin's cheerful song, " I wonder 
why Robin sings when all the other birds are 
silent.? It is just as cold for him as for them." 

" So it is, Annie dear ; but perhaps he is wiser 
in his generation than they are ; so, instead of 
moping about because the weather is not to his 
liking, he is trying to make the best of it ; and I 
should advise my little girl, if possible, to follow 
his example." 

Annie kissed her mamma, and with tears in 
her eyes said, " I believe I have been very silly 
all this morning; but now I mean to try and 
copy merry little Cock Robin." 

*' Not in 4II things, I hope," said Charlie, who 
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had just come. " What do you think, Annie ? — 
Ned caught (I believe) that very cock robin 
about an hour ago, and put him into a cage. 
You can't fancy what a rage the tiny creature 
went into ; he bit at Ned*s finger, and dashed at 
the bars, until seeing some crumbs, he turned 
his attention to them. A little while after, 
another poor little robin came to the window, 
so starved and frozen, that he allowed Ally to 
take him in her hand. She had only one cage ; 
but as it is a large one, she thought it would 
hold both, so she put the little shivering stranger 
in. The first robin, who was as brisk as a bee, 
after eating a quantity of crumbs, appeared 
highly indignant at the intrusion ; while the new- 
comer, evidently afraid of him, cowered down in 
a corner, and dared not venture to move. Poor 
little creature ! he was not in any one's way, yet, 
whenever his fellow-prisoner flew round the cage, 
he gave him a sharp peck with his beak. Ally 
thought it was all play. Soon after she left the 
room for a few minutes, and when she returned, 
there was the stronger robin looking as trium- 
phantly as possible, as he stood over his weaker 
brother, and he, alas, was dead ! Ally opened 
the cage to take out the poor little victim, 
and away the other fellow flew ; and there he is 
now, after all his misdeeds, singing as merrily as 
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if nothing had happened. So, please, Annie, 
when you imitate Master Bob's cheerfulness, do 
not copy his fiery temper and pugnacity." 

"Well," said Annie, "you could not expect 
Robin to be in good temper when shut up in a 
cage ; do you think so, mamma ? And perhaps 
his companion cowering down in a corner, instead 
of standing up bravely, vexed him ; and perhaps 
he only meant to rouse him, not to kill him." 

Charlie laughed at his sister's defence of her 
favourite bird. " ' Perhaps ' is a very convenient 
word, Annie," said he ; " but I fear we cannot 
admit the plea, and must declare it a ' true bill ' 
against Robin of the red breast — eh, mamma ?" 

" I fear so," said Mrs Hodgson. " But, after 
all, children, we cannot expect any creature to 
be quite perfect ; so, while we avoid Robin's hot- 
tempered pugnacity, we must not withold our 
due meed of praise for the happy disposition 
that makes him take all things as they come. 
Sunshine or clouds, heat or cold, whatever his 
lot may be, he seems to exercise all his little 
powers in trying to make the best of it. 

And now, as you cannot get out for the snow, 
I will tell you the story of * Lizzie Willis, and 
her interview with the Queen of Dreamland,' by 
way of impressing this lesson of contentment 
upon your minds." 
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5 H dear!" exclaimed little Lizzie Willis. 
" how I do hate sewing ! Please, 
mother, let me put it away now ; I 
am sure I have worked for more 
than an hour." 

"No, Lizzie, I cannot allow you 
to be so idle. Instead of an hour, 
you have not been twenty minutes ; 
and badly you have done your work, too. Sec 
the stitches in your seams, and then look at 
Marion's, and compare the difference." 
" But Marion likes sewing, and I hate it," 
" Hate is not a right expression for a little 
girl. And by your own account, what is there 
that you do not hate ? You say you hate 
sewing ; and if I give you house-work to do, 
you hate it. You hate learning lessons, and you 
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hate weeding the garden. Indeed, I do not 
know what to do with you ; for you will have to 
work for your living by and by, and if you go on 
disliking all kinds of employment, I am sure I 
cannot think what must become of you." In 
saying the last words, Mrs Willis's voice trembled, 
and her eyes filled with tears. 

" Never mind, mother," said Marion, " sister 
won't always be so idle. Come, Lizzie, do go 
on ; Mrs Bell's footman is to call for these petti- 
coats on his way from town, and yours is not 
half done. Do try and finish it, there's a dear, 
and don't add to poor mother's troubles ;** and 
Marion, putting her hand caressingly on her 
sister's shoulder, tried to coax her into diligence. 

But Lizzie was not going to be coaxed. To 

say the truth, she was in a very bad temper. 

She knew that her work was badly done ; and, 

instead of trying to do better, she became vexed 

with herself, and vexed with Marion too. She 

pouted and cried, and ran the needle into her 

finger, and then cried again when she saw the 

blood come ; so at last Mrs Willis said, " There, 

child, put it by and go away. I shall do it 

quicker myself; and you are only soiling and 

staining it, so that it will not be fit to be seen. 

Go out into the wood and gather a few sticks^ 

the driest you can find. I must set the kettle 

6 
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on in time, so that we may have an early tea. 
I do hope," said she, turning to Marion, *' that 
Mrs Bell will send the money quickly this time. 
I want to lay in a little stock of fuel, and buy 
you children some new shoes before the wet 
season begins." 

Mrs Willis was a very poor, but very indus- 
trious woman ; one who had known better days. 
Her late husband was a colour-sergeant in a 
marching regiment, and before her marriage she 
had been for many years lady's maid in a gentle- 
man's family, in which situation she received 
such very high wages that she was enabled to 
put some money every year into the bank, so 
that, at the time of her marriage, her savings 
amounted to no small sum. Her friends 
thought she might have done much better for 
herself than by marrying Sergeant Willis, and 
her kind mistress was very sorry to part with 
one whom she regarded more as a friend than a 
servant ; but when they saw that the sergeant 
was a steady respectable man, they made no 
more objections to the marriage; and the sol- 
dier's time having expired, he obtained his 
discharge, and a pension, too, to compensate for 
the wounds he had received in his country's 
service. So they were married, and, very soon 
after, they settled down in a comfortable dwell- 
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ing on the borders of a wide moorland or 
common. 

Sergeant WilUs, though so well off, was not a 
man to enjoy a life of idleness ; so he farmed 
some land near his house, and kept his garden 
in such perfect order, that passers-by often 
stopped to admire the tasteful arrangement and 
rare beauty of the flowers. And besides these 
home occupations, on certain days in the week 
he went to a town some miles off, where he 
attended schools and private families, drilling 
young people, teaching them to stand straight, 
and walk uprightly ; which latter, taken in every 
sense of the word; is good for all to learn 
in the early days of their youth. In the pro- 
cess of time, children were added to the 
other blessings at the moorland farm ; and then 
Sergeant and Mrs Willis, as they brought up 
their two little girls, were inclined to believe 
that no family in all the world were half so 
happy as they were. 

The two little girls went to a good day school, 
where Lizzie was the prettiest, but far the idlest 
of all the little scholars ; and while her sister 
Marion made rapid progress at her lessons, she 
remained at the bottom of every class. Foolish 
child ! the advantages she enjoyed were by her 
very lightly esteemed. 



I 
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So things went on, until misfortune came, as 
it often does, when it is least expected ; and so 
it happened to the Willis family, for one day, 
when the sergeant was coming home on the 

coach from giving his drilling lessons at B , 

a dense November fog prevented the driver from 
seeing the way before him ; he made too sharp 
a turning, and struck against the parapet of a 
steep old bridge, that spanned a deep though 
narrow river. The overloaded vehicle swayed 
with the shock, and overturned, while most of the 
outside passengers were thrown into the stream 
below. Sergeant Willis, being a good swimmer, 
ought not to have been drowned, but several of 
the terrified females clung to him to save them- 
selves, and so all perished together. 

This terrible accident, which was communi- 
cated too suddenly by a thoughtless neighbour, 
had such a sad effect upon the poor widow, that 
she was for many days confined to her bed, her 
brain seriously affected ; but, after a while, it 
pleased God to restore her reason, and though 
she arose from her couch broken in health and 
spirits, much of her former energy soon re- 
turned, and as she could not bring back the 
good husband who had been so suddenly taken 
from her, she set about exerting herself to 
arrange her affairs, so that she might know 
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^Vliat she and her dear children would have to 
live upon. The farm stock was sold, and a good 
deal of the household furniture too ; and then, 
with a heavy heart, the widow bade farewell to 
the home in which she had enjoyed so many 
happy years, and with her children took up her 
abode in a cottage, which, though very small, 
was prettily situated on the edge of a broad belt 
of old forest land, known by the name of " the 
Duke's Woods." Here they soon found that 
they might have been much worse off, for the 
place had many natural advantages. There 
was a little garden, which, when put in order, 
would look very pretty. There was a nice 
green lane where the children could play with- 
out going far out of sight ; while a constant 
supply of pure fresh water came from a little 
brook, that, dancing merrily over the pebbles, 
fell in a pretty cascade close by the garden gate. 
Altogether, when the widow became accustomed 
to the very small dimensions of her new dwell- 
ing, she felt that she had great reason to be 
thankful for it, for, humble as it was, it was all 
her own, being a gift from the good lady in 
whosQ service her youth had been passed. 

Very soon the little garden was put in order. 
Some flowers from the old home made it look 
gay enough when they began to flourish, as 
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Marion took care they should do ; for she loved 
flowers, and had learned much about their cul- 
ture by watching and assisting her father. A 
good industrious girl was Marion, always cheer- 
ful and happy, because she was ever active and 
busy. It was she who kept the house in order, 
while her mother was engaged at her washing ; 
for Mrs Willis was a good laundress and needle- 
woman, and knowing well that ** God helps 
those who help themselves," she begged her 
friends at Stokely Hall and elsewhere to give 
her their washing and plain sewing ; and so in a 
little time she managed to make out a livelihood 
for herself and her children. 

But it was no easy matter to get through all 
that was to be done — indeed, they had to work 
very hard ; and, I am sorry to say, all the hard 
work fell on Marion and her mother, for Lizzie, 
though nearly ten years old, took very little 
pains to make herself useful in any way. She 
was a very lovely little girl ; but, unfortunately, 
she thought too much of her beauty. She had 
been almost idolised by her doting father, who 
was never tired of praising her golden curls and 
large blue eyes, always saying she should be a 
lady some day, and that her fair complexion 
should never be exposed to the weather, nor 
her pretty hands spoiled by hard work. Had 
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he lived, poor man, there is no doubt but he 
would have done his best to make his word 
true; but Providence knew better what was 
good for Lizzie, and her heavenly Father took 
His own way of showing her that life is not 
given us to be passed in dreamy idleness. 

On the bright afternoon in which our story 
opens, Marion and Lizzie were sitting sewing in 
the porch of their little cottage, which was 
shaded over by a luxuriant vine, from whence 
hung many a tempting cluster of small green 
grapes. The summer breeze blew softly in at 
the cottage door, bringing with it a sweet scent 
of roses, clematis, and mignonette ; the birds 
sang merry songs as they flitted among the 
trees in the green lane ; the little brook seemed 
to be whispering a fairy tale as it rippled over 
the pebbles and danced down the rock ; while 
the cooing of the ring-dove, and the crow of the 
pheasant, added not a little to the harmonious 
sounds that filled the summer air. 

It was indeed a delightful afternoon, and 
Marion would have dearly liked a ramble after 
the strawberries and other wild wood-berries in 
the forest close by; but one glance at her 
mother*s pale careworn countenance told her 
that it would be very selfish to think of such 
a thing; so she tried not to look as if she 
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desired it, and oAy worked the more diligently, 
so as to have the sewing done bjr the appointed 
hour. She felt \cry sorry when lAzzle b^an 
to look tired and idle, and heard her mother tell 
her to go and she would finish her work; for 
she knew very well that she could do it if she 
would, and now her mother, instead of resting a 
while after her ironing, would have to sew very 
closely to get it finished. 

*• Dear me," thought she, "I wish Lizzie would 
tfy to do something. I know it grieves mother 
so much, and I am sure father would not have 
been pleased to see her so idle. She says he 
promised that she should be a lady; but I 
wonder if grand ladies are always happy — have 
they never any sorrow such as we have ? " 

Just then Lizzie passed down the garden on 
her way to "the Duke's Woods," where her 
mother told her to gather the sticks ; and it was 
with eyes of loving admiration that Marion 
gazed after her little sister, who truly looked 
very pretty in her crimson cotton dress, her 
golden hair hanging over her shoulders, her 
bright eyes sparkling, and her cheeks rosy with 
excitement and joy at having succeeded in 
escaping from her hated task. 

Let us follow her on her way as she trips 
along the grassy lane, just stopping for a 
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moment by the little waterfall, her merry voice 
mingling with the song of the torrent. On she 
goes, singing to herself; now and then bound- 
ing after a gaily-tinted butterfly, or tempted to 
wander far out of her path by some cunning 
dragon-fly, who would venture to show off" his 
long blue body and clear gauzy wings on a 
flower close to her feet, watching her the while 
with his brilliant eyes, and darting off just as she 
thinks she has surely caught him. There he is 
now, hovering overhead, high up in the air ; now 
up, now down, as if mocking her, and seeming to 
say, "Catch me, little girl — you may if you can." 

The forest in the late summer months is gay 
with many flowers. There are banks of wild 
thyme that tempt the bee to linger long among 
their sweet-scented blossoms. There is the 
blue campanula, with its graceful drooping 
bells; the St John's wort, with its clusters of 
stately golden flowers ; the heath and the furze ; 
the scarlet poppy and corn blue -bottle — all 
mingling their varied hues to form the gay 
carpet that decks many a sunny nook beneath 
the tall forest trees. 

What little girl could pass so many pretty 
flowers by unnoticed } Certainly not Lizzie 
Willis ; so she gathers them from one side and 
the other, until her little hands can hold no 
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more ; and then she throws them all away in 
her excitement to reach some wild raspberries. 
She cried a little while ago bqcause a needle 
ran into her fingers ; but she does not cry now, 
though her hands and arms are sorely pricked 
and scratched by the brambles in the thicket 
where the raspberries grow. 

" Oh ! if Marion were here," she exclaims, 
" she likes raspberries so much ; and I would 
take her some, only I have no basket or any- 
thing to put them in." 

So, while regretting her sister*s absence, she 
ate enough for her and herself, and was just 
beginning to think that she had taken more 
than was good for her, when she was startled 
by a loud buzzing in her ear ; and plunging out 
of the briery copse, she ran on for some time 
without looking behind her, all the while be- 
lieving herself pursued by the large wasp which 
she had disturbed while enjoying his dessert off 
a red ripe raspberry. She need not have been 
alarmed, for though the insect had buzzed about 
her for a while, he did not follow her, no doubt 
thinking it better fun to suck sweet juices from 
the fruit, than to waste his time flying after a 
frightened little girl. 

Still Lizzie ran on and on, never stopping 
until she found herself in a part of the forest 
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that she had never seen before. It was a hollow 
dingle, ending in a little pond. A charmingly 
secluded spot,, so still and quiet, that, looking 
round, one might fancy himself in the depths of 
some old primeval forest, as yet untrodden by 
the foot of man. There the tall trees, inter- 
lacing their thick branches, formed a leafy 
canopy that must have shut out all view of the 
sky above, but for a few openings among the 
leaves, through which the sun's rays gleamed 
with a lovely light, giving a transparent glow to 
the colouring of the leafy screen, and then 
falling with sunny brightness to warm the 
mossy bank below. This bank, so soft, so 
smooth, so exquisitely green, formed a pretty 
setting to the dark fronds of the bulrush and 
the fleur-de-lis, which, together with the feathery 
horsetail, fringed the edges of the glassy pool. 
There were ferns too in profusion : the tall 
"Felix mas," or male fern 7 the proud "Os- 
munda," or royal fern ; and the delicate " Felix 
foemina," that "Lady fern" of which a poet sings: 

** Where the copse wood is the greenest, 
Where the fountain glitters sheenest, 
Where the morning dew lies longest. 
There the lady fern grows strongest." 

Yes, it grew there, tall, and strong, and graceful, 
undisturbed save by the summer breeze that 
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played at hide-and-seek among its feathery 
fronds, causing them to wave and bend over 
the margin of the pond, as if trying to kiss the 
smiling water-lilies that floated about among 
their own smooth and shining leaves. 

Ah ! what a bouquet Lizzie can gather here ! 
See! she stretches over the pool, and by the 
help of a hooked stick, she secures a white 
lily-bud, which, deprived of the support of the 
water, seems quite too heavy for its long soft 
stem. Now she has discovered a quantity of 
the bog-pimpernel, and now a little patch of the 
forget-me-not ; and how lovely the bright rose- 
coloured blossoms of the former look when 
mingled with the turquoise blue of the latter, 
and the lace-like spikelets of the meadow-sweet ! 
Now, surely, she has enough ; but see, she is all 
excitement, for she spies something she parti- 
cularly wishes to have : what do you think it 
is ? A beautiful foxglove, as tall, nay, taller 
than herself, covered with white bells from its 
top to the very root. Ah 1 it is a beauty, 
and Lizzie is quite determined to secure it ; 
but the stem is so tough she cannot break 
it, so she pulls and pulls until the root loosens 
with a sudden jerk, and up it comes, and with 
it a quantity of loose earth, some grains of 
which fly straight into poor Lizzie*s eyes. 
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Oh dear! what trouble this gives her! She 
rubs and rubs, and of course makes matters 
worse, until at last, what between the pain from 
her eyes, and weariness after all her running and 
rambling, she throws herself upon the grassy 
bank and soon falls fast asleep. If the ground 
were not so damp it would be a pleasant place 
to sleep in, for the birds are singing overhead, 
the grasshoppers are chirping as they hop about 
in the sunshine, and blue dragon-flies are resting 
on the lilies, or darting in and out among the 
rushes by the pond. 

Presently Lizzie fancies that one of the white 
lilybuds is growing larger and larger, while its 
snowy petals gradually unfold, showing the 
graceful figure of a lovely little lady, dressed in 
a robe of silvery gauze, spangled with the blue 
flowers of the forget-me-not. Gazing around 
her with a queenly air, this beautiful little 
creature stepped from her floral throne on to 
one of the large oval lily leaves, then, taking 
the stem in her hand, she used it as a rudder, 
and steered her course over the water to that 
side of the pond near which Lizzie was lying. 

The fairy lady did not seem to be at all 
pleased to see her there ; indeed, she frowned 
and stamped her foot, and showed other signs 
of being very angry. '* Who," inquired she, " is 
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this great idle creature in\'ading my territCMy; 
and taking up all this room on the green-sward 
where I hold my court ? She is in the centre 
of our fair}- ring, too ! Was such impertinence 
ever heard of ? I cannot reach up to see what 
she is like, so I must mount my steed and fly 
round her, that I may have a good \'iew of her 
enormous body." Saying this, the fairy sprai^ 
lightly upon a lai^e dragon-fly that was waiting 
near, and, hovering over Lizzie's head, she 
scanned her features ver>' closely ; then seizing 
one of her eyelashes, she pulled at it with all 
her might. " Wake up," said she, " wake up ; I 
know very well who you are. You have no 
right to be here, for this is ' Dreamland/ and I 
am its queen ; so get up at once and leave my 
dominions." 

"Ah!" said Lizzie, " pray let me stay. You 
need not be so cross, for I shall not trouble you 
in any way. I only want to be quiet, for I am 
very tired and sleepy." 

" Nonsense," said the fairy ; " you cannot be 
tired. Get up at once, and go, gather your sticks ; 
your mother is quite weary of waiting for them." 

" I don't care," said Lizzie ; " I won't get 
them. I hate the trouble ; and it is so nice here. 
I was just feeling very comfortable when you 
came to disturb me." 
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" But it is not good for you to lie long on the 
damp ground. The dewy grass agrees with us 
fairies, but to you it will bring sickness and 
sorrow." 

" I can't help it if it does. I don*t feel it in 
the least damp ; on the contrary, I should be 
quite comfortable and happy, if you would just 
go away and let me alone !" 

" Such happiness !" sneered the fairy. " I am 
sure you were crying just now, for you made 
such a noise that you awoke me, and I had to 
come out of my palace to see what could be the 
matter." 

" Ah ! that was only because I pulled up that 
nasty foxglove, and some of the loose soil about 
its roots went into my eyes. But I do not feel 
it now ; and this mossy bank is so soft and 
pleasant, I should like to lie here always, and 
have no work to do, nor any tiresome lessons to 
learn." 

" What !" said the fairy, " you do not mean to 
say that you would like to lie still and do 
nothing. You certainly must be a very idle 
creature, and I believe you are, for I know all 
about you. I often sail up the stream that 
flows into this pond, to pay a visit to my 
sister, the spirit of the fountain. She lives close 

to your mother's gate; and many a time she 

7 
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and I have looked up into your Q,yQ?> while you 
have been lying on the grass before it. I have 
heard your mother call to you and reprove you 
for being so vain and idle ; and, when she did 
so, your face did not make a pretty picture, for 
. you frowned and pouted, and looked quite ugly, 
in your anger at having to go and attend to your 
work." 

'* I hate work," said Lizzie. 

" But that is very wrong. All good little girls 
like work as well as play." 

" Then I don't want to be a good little girl. I 
just wish I was not a little girl at all." 

"Ah, indeed ! Pray what would you like to be V^ 

" I don't know. Anything that has very little 
to do ; that may play when it likes, and sleep 
when it likes, and only wake up to enjoy itself. 
I should rather like to be a bird, only — ^" 

" Only you cannot be a bird if you wish to be 
wholly idle," said the fairy ; for birds build their 
nests, and attend to their families. And even 
those swallows, which seem to be only amusing 
themselves by flying to and fro, are busy all the 
time getting food for their young ones, and are 
doing man a great service, by clearing the air of 
myriads of insects, which would otherwise cause 
him considerable annoyance. No, you cannot 
be a bird, nor a bee neither ; for bees are, as you 
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know, continually busy ; and even wasps, though 
they make no honey, build pretty paper cham- 
bers in which the queen wasp lays her eggs, and 
when the young ones come out they are fed and 
attended with great care by the whole commu- 
nity. Those tiny ants, whose nest you disturbed 
when you pulled up the foxglove, make wonder- 
ful storehouses for their winter food, which costs 
them a great deal of labour ; and even the mole, 
which looks so sleepy and stupid, works very hard, 
burrowing and building long galleries in his own 
dark region underground. Indeed, I do not 
know of any creature whose habits are idle 
enough to suit you ; so I advise you to be con- 
tented as you are. But stop, now I think of it, 
there is one that seems to have less to do than 
many other animals. To me, its style of life 
would be a great punishment ; but you, being 
so idly disposed, might possibly enjoy it. You 
would have sleep enough then — for six months 
in the year if you like." 

"I know what you mean," said Lizzie; "it is 
a dormouse. But I should not like that, lest I 
might be caught by an owl or a cat." 

" No ; the creature I mean is very well pro- 
tected from all animals except man ; and even 
when caught by your species, they only nurse it, 
and pet it, and feed it with the best." 
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"Then I think I should like that — just for a 
while, you know. And I should wish the people 
who will have the care of me to be rich and 
great ; for I mean to be a lady some day, and it 
would give me a nice opportunity of seeing the 
ways of grand houses." 

" Very well," said the fairy, *' I will manage it 
for you. But mind it is your own choice, and if 
you are not happy you must not blame me. 
Now, go to sleep, and when you wake, you will 
find yourself as you wish to be." And with 
these words the fairy disappeared. 

When Lizzie opened her eyes, she found herself 
lying on the bank by a pond ; but it was not the 
pond in the *' Duke's Wood." 

" Dear me," said she, " I feel very queer. I do 
believe, when that fairy pulled so at my eye- 
lashes, she pulled them away altogether, and my 
eyelids too ; yet now when I shut my eyes, some- 
thing does come over them, but it is a lower 
instead of an upper lid. And, oh, what can be 
the matter with my hands ^ There are my four 
fingers and thumb all right, but they are sharp 
and horny ; and, I declare, my arms appear to be 
covered with dark scales. I feel something, too, on 
my back, which I do not like at all. I must go 
down to the pond and try if I can see what it is." 

Down our little friend crept to the edge of the 
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clear shining water, and, looking in, she started 
back in horror ; for no golden hair did she see, 
and instead of her pretty blue eyes, and fair rosy 
complexion, she beheld a dark-looking object, 
with scales on its head instead of hair ; black, 
sleepy-looking eyes, only protected by a filmy 
lower lid ; no rosy lips, and, terrible to relate, no 
teeth of any kind, only two bony ridges, serrated 
and very hard. " What an ugly creature I am !" 
she exclaimed. • That cruel fairy, to give me 
such a shape as this ! But I wish I could manage 
to see this hard case on my back ; my chest is 
hard too, — indeed, I do not believe that I have 
a bit of soft flesh in my body. There, something 
has trodden on me ! Whatever is it } Oh ! it is 
a great dog ; he'll kill me — he'll eat me ! What 
shall I do r 

" Draw in your head and legs," said a voice ; 
" turn your tail sideways under your shell ; then 
keep quiet, and he cannot hurt you." 

" Yes, I will ; but I am so frightened. Did 
you say to turn in my tailf I did not know 
that I had such a thing. A tail ! I don't like 
the idea of a tail at all." 

" It is necessary in your present condition," 
said the voice. "And you ought to be very 
thankful, too, for that protecting shell ; for see, 
you are quite safe now, and when the dog goes 
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away, you can go into the water and take a swim, 
and then dine off those dandelions close by you." 

"But I cannot swim. I know I shall be 
drowned if I try ; and as for dandelions, they 
are bitter, and very nasty. But who are you ? 
I should like to know your name, for you seem 
very kind in giving me such good advice." 

" My name," said the voice, " is * Instinct/ He 
who made all things gave me as a guide to every 
one of His creatures except man ; and he is 
ruled by a relative of mine, though of much 
higher rank, whose name is * Reason.' " 

" Oh ! I remember," said Lizzie ; " my mother 
used often to talk of ' the power of Reason,' and 
tell me to be guided by it ; but I never much 
minded what she said." 

" More is the pity," replied the voice ; " if you 
had listened to your mother, you would never 
have been as you are now. 'Reason' won't 
have anything to do with you ; so you must 
submit to be ruled by me. You can swim very 
well if you try, for your legs are formed to act as 
paddles, and your tail will balance you in the 
water ; and as for dandelions, just eat some, and 
you will find that they suit your present tastes 
exactly. Now I must go, for I see some 
swallows flitting about as if they were uncertain 
what to do next ; so I must tell them that they 
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had better begin to collect together and go south, 
for the weather will soon be so cold, it will be 
necessary for them to take their departure to 
warmer climes. You won't like the cold neither ; 
so, as you cannot fly away, you must shut your- 
self into some hole, or bury yourself in the 
ground, and go to sleep during the long winter 
months." 

"Oh! I wish I could be a swallow! Why 
can't I be a swallow .^ Then I could fly away 
to other countries when this place becomes too 
cold, and so I might have pleasure all the year 
round. As to being shut up in a hole, I could 
never endure such a dreary existence." 

" You forget," said the voice, " that your desire 
to be totally idle quite prevented you from being 
a bird ; so, to gratify your foolish wishes, and 
show you what idleness is, the fairy queen of 
Dreamland changed you into your present form. 
In that you must now stay, and you will have to 
sleep for at least six months in the year. I sup- 
pose you are so lazy, you don't like the idea of 
having to work while making your hole?" 

"Indeed, it is not that," groaned our poor 
friend. " What I meant by wishing to be idle 
was, that I might only play all the time, and 
sleep or rest when tired of that. Now, I do not 
feel as if I could care for play, and I am sure 
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my limbs feel so stiff I could not run if I tried. 
However, as you say it is safe, I will go into the 
water ; my skin feels so dry and scaly, and this 
shell on my back is so hot, I can scarcely bear 
it." So she swam about in the pond, then crept 
up the bank, enjoyed some dandelions, and a 
little while after was travelling slowly along to 
the lettuce bed, which Instinct told her was in a 
corner beyond the flower-garden, when she found 
herself suddenly seized and caught up to what 
appeared to her to be a great height in the air. 
Remembering how she must protect herself in 
time of danger, she very quickly drew in her 
head and limbs, and kept them safe out of the 
way, hiding under the little penthouse which she 
carried on her back. After a bit she ventured 
to peep out, for she found herself gently handled, 
while a very sweet voice whispered, " Poor little 
thing ! Pretty little thing ♦ Put out your head 
and show us your funny little face. Now, open 
your eyes, you queer little creature." 

She did as she was told, and, looking up, saw 
that she was in the hands of a kind looking lady, 
very tall and richly dressed, with fair hair and a 
lovely face — just such a one as .she had hoped 
some day to be like. 

" What is it, mamma } Oh ! I see, it is a tortoise, 
just the same as the one in my picture book. 



^ 
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May I take it in my hand, mamma ; it won't 
bite me, will it ?" 

" No, dear, it is a very harmless little creature, 
and has no teeth, though, perhaps, if roused 
by very cruel treatment, it might give a severe 
pinch with its horny lips, which it can shut 
so tightly, that even if its head were cut off, 
the jaws would still retain their hold. But I 
fancy the creature seldom uses them for any 
other purpose than to bite its food ; for when 
danger approaches, it does not seem to stand on 
the defensive, but prefers drawing in its head 
and limbs, and keeping them safe out of harm's 
way. This is very well when it is thoroughly 
awake ; but I have read of a poor tortoise which 
was attacked by rats when in a half-torpid state, 
and they ate out its eyes, and otherwise mutilated 
the helpless animal, whose faculties were not 
sufficiently alive to enable it to use its instinct 
for self-preservation." 

" Mamma, is the back and front shell of this 
Creature all in one ?" 

" It seems so, dear ; but there are really two 
distinct shells, firmly united at the sides, but 
leaving two openings, one for the head and fore- 
legs, the other for the tail and hind-legs. Even 
the upper shell, which appears to be all in one, 
is composed of thirteen different pieces, laid flat 
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upon the ribs, like the tiles on the roof of a house ; 
and by those ribs it is kept arched and supported, 
so that it cannot press upon the soft internal 
parts of the body. "Now, poor little tortoise, 
we must put you down on the grass ; or per- 
haps, if you were travelling on to the kitchen 
garden, it would be kind to help you on your 
way." 

*' Let me wheel it along in my barrow, mamma." 
" Very well, dear, you may ; only go gently, 
and be careful not to hurt the poor thing." 

Soon our little friend was wheeled along to 
the lettuce bed ; but when his mamma was not 
looking, Master Harold suddenly turned his 
passenger out on her back, and then watched 
attentively to see what she would do in such a 
predicament. Poor thing, she felt in a sad diffi- 
culty, but presently Instinct whispered, " Rock 
yourself, and balance your body like a child in 
its cradle, and you will soon turn yourself right 
again." She did so ; but for some minutes after 
being turned, she felt quite unable to move, and 
remained so still, that Harold, who was really a 
kind little boy, was greatly afraid he had killed 
her. However, he ventured to give her a little 
poke, and then she got up and crept away very 
slowly, sinking her horny toes into the ground, 
like the nails of an iron-shod wheel, and so 
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helping herself along until she reached some 
juicy lettuce-plants, upon which she made a very 
hearty meal. 

So time went on from day to day, from week 
to week, from month to month, bringing to our 
little tortoise a dreamy monotonous existence ; 
idle enough, with nothing to do but to eat and 




sleep J a life that seemed to have scarcely any 
life in it, and during which our poor little friend 
felt many regrets. " How much better," thought 
she, "to be a littie girl, to be busy sometimes at 
work or at lessons ; but to feel bright and lively 
afterwards, and ready to enjoy a pleasant game 
of play. Now I have no work to do, and yet I 
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never care for play. I feel so continually stupid 
and sleepy ; I seem to be never quite wide awake. 
Then, as to the delights of being a fine Lady ! 
from what I see here, it appears to me that even 
great ladies are not always happy ; for my beauti- 
ful mistress, though she wears such rich clothes 
and jewels, and lives in this splendid place, is 
often very sad, and I have many a time seen the 
tears run down her face as she stooped to pet 
and feed me. There was love and peace in our 
little cottage, humble though it was ; but here I 
constantly look at angry faces, and hear unkind 
words, which reminds me of what mother read 
out of the 'good book' : * Better is a dinner of 
herbs where love is, than a stalled ox and hatred 
therewith.' " 

It was on a very dark November morning 
that the tortoise, awakening from her night 
sleep, was surprised to find the air unusually 
cold. Her limbs felt so benumbed, she could 
scarcely move ; and when she tried to get into 
the pond, she found it covered with a sub- 
stance like glass, so hard that she could not 
break it, and so slippery that even her strong- 
pointed toes could not fix themselves in any 
way firmly into it. " Come off the pond," said a 
voice ; " can't you see that King Frost has been 
here in the night, and has chained up all the 
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water? If he did not do so, the fishes and 
delicate water-plants would perish ; now they 
are sealed up quite comfortably, and protected 
from the intensely cold clear air above. There 
is a snow-storm coming very soon ; so I advise 
you to go at once, scratch a hole in the bank, 
cover yourself up and go to sleep. Fll come and 
wake you when it is safe for you to come out." 

"You are very kind, indeed, Mr Instinct ; but 
I really cannot do what you advise. I used to 
be so happy in the winter, sliding on the ice, or 
making snow-balls. Now, if I go into a hole, I 
shall never even see the snow, nor the red holly- 
berries, nor the orange and purple crocuses that 
come up so prettily in our garden at home." 

" All very well," said the voice ; " but I believe 
that the real reason why you do not want to do 
what I tell you, is because you are so idle, you 
do not wish to have the trouble of making your- 
self a place of shelter. I had hoped that by 
this time you would have been cured of your 
insufferable dislike to work." 

" So I am — indeed I am ; I don't want to be 
idle any more. I find this inactive life so miser- 
able, that I am ready to do any amount of work, 
if only I may be restored to my former position, 
and so be free to stay above ground, and enjoy 
this beautiful world in the winter time, instead 
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of being condemned to bury myself in a hole all 
in the dark, to be eaten by rats, or something as 
horrible, when in too stupid a state to defend 
myself." 

"Well, well," said friendly Instinct, **! see you 
are really coming to your senses again, and in 
that case you will not require me to attend upon 
you any more. See, here is my sister, the Queen 
of Dreamland ; and perhaps, if you promise her 
to be an industrious, obliging little girl, instead 
of being vain and idle, she may restore you again 
to your proper form, and then you will be once 
more under the guidance of our noble relative, 
* Reason,' who will advise you not to wander 
into Dreamland again." 

"Oh! indeed, I won't. I am sure I will be 
good. Oh! mother, mother! Marion, do come 
here ! " And, with a loud cry, little Lizzie opened 
her eyes to see, not the Queen of Dreamland, 
but her mother bending over her, and to feel her 
mother's loving kisses on her cold wet cheek. 

" Marion ! Marion I" cried the widow ; " I have 
found her. My poor darling child, we have been 
seeking you all night, up and down in the forest, 
and now, when our lamp had gone out, we should 
never have discovered the path to this hollow, 
but for that bright gleam of moonlight that led 
me here ; and then I heard you crying out" 
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" Oh ! mother," said Marion, " how thankful I 
am that we have found her ! But her clothes are 
wet through with the night dews, and she is 
perished with cold. Here, wrap her in my cloak, 
and let mecarry her ; you cannot, mother dear, you 
are so worn-out from all you have gone through." 

So Lizzie, like a little stray lamb, was found, 
and carried home in Marion's loving arms. Her 
wet clothes were quickly taken off, and she was 
put, dry and warm, into her own snug little bed. 
But when the sunlight stole into the room, it 
found her quite awake, with flushed cheeks and 
glassy eyes ; and, while she tossed from side to 
side in the fever that kept her in bed for many 
days,, she rambled in her talk about the pond in 
the " Duke's Wood," and the tortoise, and many 
other curious things besides; and her good 
mother, watching by her bedside, shook her head 
sadly, while, turning to Marion, she whispered, 
" Poor dear ! see how she suffers for her long sleep 
on the damp bank by the pond. I should think 
her queer fancies about the tortoise have come 
into her head from thinking of that one she saw 
at Mrs Bell's ; for, when Master Harold told her 
what an idle life it led, she said she wished she 
might be a tortoise, or anything else, so that she 
might sleep when she liked, and play when she 
liked, and have no more work to do." 
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By and by Lizzie was able to get up; and 
though for a time very weak, she soon became 
strong again ; and though all her beautiful hair 
had to be cut off, she was not so very sorry to 
lose it ; for, when she looked into the pond below 
the waterfall, and saw her little round cropped 
head, she only laughed and said, " What a silly 
girl I was when I had those long curls. I 
thought I was much too pretty to work. Now I 
am not going to be so foolish any more, but 
mean to try and help you, mother, and Marion, 
as much as I can ; you were both so good, nurs- 
ing me when I was ill." 

"My darling," said Mrs Willis, "you should 
thank God as well as us ; for it was He who 
watched over you that dark night in the forest ; 
and though He thought fit to punish your wild 
idleness by making you so very ill, He has 
brought you through it all. And as for the curls, 
my child ; though nicely kept curls are very 
pretty to look at, the 'good book' tells us, that 
a girl or woman's best ornament is not in fine 
clothes, or jewels, or beautiful hair, but *the 
adornment of a meek and quiet spirit, which, in 
the sight of God, is of great price/ " 
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morals that boys will do well to learn."— CAr£r/f aw. 

" ' The Orient Boys, a Tale of School Life,' will find fevour among the 
boys, who will be more than interested in Carlos Chrysostomo Colimo. It 
b out of the ordinary and somewhat monotonous style on which school tales 
are constructed."— Sheffield Independent. 



CHARITY MOORE. A Story. By Lina 

Orm AN -Cooper. With Illustrations by T. PvM. Crown 
8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 

" A tale of the brave deeds and unselfish life of a workhouse girl. It i$ 
romantic without being improbable, and altogether a very pretty story, 
prettily written, prettily illustrated, and prettily bound. With its covers 
decorated with holly and robins, it will be a welcome Christmas gift for 
many a little maiden." — Christian. 



GIFT BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 1$ 

BY MISS M. A. PAULL, Author of Tim's TnmhUs,'' dc. 

I. 

FRIAR HILDEBRAND'S CROSS ; or. 

The Monk of Tavystoke Abbaye. With Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5j. 

"The volume is bcautifiilly written, and never were the struggles of a 
true and faithful heart more touchingly depicted. The tenderness of the 
sentiment which binds the friar to Cicely is depicted with such exquisite 
refinement and delicacy that many a bright eye will be dimmed with tears 
in the perusal."— C^urr/ Journal, 

II. 

THE FLOWER OF THE GRASS- 
MARKET. With Five Illustrations. Cheap Edition. 
Crown 8yo, cloth, 3^. td, 

" Tliere is a healthy moral tone of a very high order sustained through- 
out the work, and an easy grace and diction, which make it highly 
commendable."— ^<//«3«r^A Daily Review, 

•' A handsomely got-up volume. The story is admirably written. The 
reader never loses interest in the fortunes of the various characters in it."—* 
Sheffield Independent, 



THE STORY OF THE LIFE OF 

JESUS Told in Words Easy to Read and Under- 
stand. By the Author of " The Story of the Bible," etc. 
With Forty Illustrations. Handsomely bound, fcap. 4to, 
cloth) 3^. td, 

" An excellent Sunday book for children ; the story is tenderly and 
brightly told, the pictures of Eastern life and Jewish manners form an 
effective running commentary on the text, which is interspersed besides with 
graphic views of the sacred cities, sites and scenery." — Times, 

" A noteworthy book for the children. The forty or more engravings 
are fresh and true designs, fitly representing Oriental costumes and scenery. 
We have so often seen the regular conventional drawing, that it did us good 
to set our eyes upon these original sketches. The building is attractive, 
and the form and type of the book are all we can desire. The language 
is suitable for children, and it tells the wondrous story so that it may be 
understood of the little ones." — Sword and TrowtL 



i 



l6 HODDER ASD STOVGHTOX-S 



BY DR. COMDOy STABLES^ R.N. 

I. 

STANLEY GRAHAME. A Tale of the 

Dark Cootinect. With Fightrm Illnstntioos. Crown 
^rot doch, gih edges, ^ 

^Thtt HOFf uertx flags tmm bf^u'-wiK to cod, and dtere can be no 
fhadov of doobc that it vill be l e c e ii ed wkh deligbt by crtry healthy- 
■iwifd lad. The Qlostntiaos are Tcry goo±'^Sc9tsjmmM, 

"A fixie book lor boys, fiill of adainbly vigoio tts and pi ctur es q ae 
wxiung, and of whokaoac aanly 



II. 

ADVENTURES ROUND THE POLE; 

or, The Cruise of the ** Snowbird " Crew in the 

''Arrandoon.** Eight lUustrations. Handsomely bound, 

gilt edges, $/. 

" It if a story of thrilling interest, the essence of a dozen Arctic voyages, 
lighted up by a good deal of fun and frolic, and chastened by manly 
religious feeling. It has excited us as we have read." — -British Quarterly 
Review. 

" The illustrations are excellent Healthy-minded boys will find in the 
volume a source of great pleasure. It is brightly written, it is full of 
adventure, and it is thoroughly wholesome." — Scotsman, 



III. 

THE CRUISE OF THE SNOWBIRD. A 

Story of Arctic Adventure. With Nine Full-page 
Illustrations. Handsomely bound, gilt edges, $s. 

*'Thlt U a capital story of adventure of the sort that all true boys 
delight In. Every page teems with wonderful stories *of moving 
accident! by flood and field, of hair-breadth 'scapes'; and periiaps the 
greateet charm about these * yams ' is that they are so true to nature that 
thty r«ad like actual experiences. A story whidi b full of * go,' and win, 
wt vtntur« to predict, be one of the most popular * boys' books ' of the 
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BY MRS. PRENTISS. 

THE STORY LIZZIE TOLD. By Mrs. 

E. Prentiss, Author of *' Stepping Heavenward." Illus- 
trated. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is. 

*' One of the most charmingly delicate tales of an invalid child's life that 
wc have ever read." — Nonconformist. 

THE LITTLE PREACHER. With Frontis- 

piece. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, \s. 6d. 

" Of the ' Little Preacher,' the scene of which is laid in the Black 
Forest, a German gentleman, talking to a friend about the authoress, 
exclaimed enthusiasticall}', ' I wbh I knew her ! I would so like to thank 
her for her perfect picture. It b a miracle of genius,' he added, ' to be 
able thus to portray the life of ^foreign people.' "^-Con^egationalist. 



SLYBOOTS, and other Farmyard 

Chronicles. By Beata Francis, Author of *• Fables 
and Fancies." Handsomely bound, with Numerous Illus- 
trations, 2s. dd. 

*' Delightfully simple and natural, and lighted up with gleams of fun and 
humour." — Literary World. 

"AVe have thoroughly enjoyed and heartily laughed over these 
chronicles." — Bath JoumaL 

" There is a subtle moral in each of these chronicles, and the style is 
extremely humorous. A most enjoyable volume." — Derby Mercury. 



CLUNY MACPHERSON. A Tale of 

Brotherly Love. By A. E. Barr. With Six Illustra- 
tious. Crown Svo, ^s, 

" The story is of thrilling interest." — Literary World. 
" The book, which is splendidly got up, is throughout exceedingly read- 
able." — Perthshire Constitutional. 

" This singularly beautiful story." — Daily Review. 



THORNTON HALL ; or, Old Questions 

in Young Lives. By Phcebe J. McKeen. Crown 8vo, 
nicely bound, price 3^. td. 

" An interesting and well-written story. The characters of the girls are 
well drawn, and the tone of the book excellent throughout." — Church 
Sunday School Magazine, 

b 
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CAPITAL FOR ^VQRKING BOYS. 

Chapters on Character Building. By J. £. 

•* We ikaa'ti Ike cvecr w urluuft bof lo read it. It is §tM of vise saws 
aad ■odeca mscaacea^ pie&j ^Bxaciaas^ and okxEic aaeoiates.. TVespirit 
of pcnevcriBC sadasory and yaJfptndffnrr «il be ftubacd by sack reading, 
trfcfle nrarrrsv pranptacsBy tnirhfefneaB» fujouaij aad tz«e w lipon are not 
tJMpMiKM . Every wise fitfber vbo has sans aboat lo knve ibe baaw fiie- 
side sbraiid she each ooe of dtaea a copy of tbis difilal book." — •Stwnf 
«i^ TrwattL 

THE AVINTHROP FAMILY. A Story of 

New England Lifie Fifty Years Ago. By the Anthor 
of " May Chester," etc Crown 8to^ dodi, 31; 6<^ 

*' A very dainty, winsome Tofanne.'* — fttemmm. 

"PrimitiTe New England fife, boqxtafity, and hoaae-heaxtedness are 
finely wrooght cot in it. Tbere is a qnict, easy grace, a pleasant ^arUe, 
and a genial attractiveness in the style which exactly soits the fife, manner, 
and personages of the narratire. A most admirahlr one lor home interest 
and del^t." — Golden Hcuru 



** THERE'S A FRIEND FOR LITTLE 

CHILDREN." By Julia F. Armstrong. With 
Twelve Illustrations. Handsomely bound, crown 8vo, 
cloth, 25. 6d» 

" Very well told. The illustrations in it are well done.**—ScotsmaH, 
"A truly delightful story." — Ecclesiastical Gazette, 
" There is no child who will not be charmed with the story." — British 
MttHHgcr, 




"TJtERES A FRIEND FOR LITTLE CHILDRBN." 
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WORKS BY MRS. C. S. REANEY. 

I. 

JUST IN TIME; or. Howard Clarion's 

Rescue. Ilandsomelj boand. crown Sto, doth, 5/. 

** It tt reaHj oat of her very best bocks, aad that is \a^ praise indeed. 
Sbe ahrays vrices witii a pcrpose, and ber stories dearij indicate both 
caltore and a wide knovScd^c cf the world and its needs. The s e cret of 
her focoess doabcless lies in the bet that her pictnrcs of lilie are real, azKl 
cr'>R.«»;~es:Ij tree xo the e x perience of the reader. The present story, 
which i» gracefally told, b hkeij lo hare many ap preci a tiTe readers." — 
ChristioM Cammffmetaltk, 

n. 
DAISY SNO^VFLAKE'S SECRET. A 

Story of English Home Life. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Elegantly boond, y. 6d. 

" Winning in st>ie, pore and earnest in tone, and of commanding 
interest." — Daily Rez'iew. 

III. 

OUR DAUGHTERS: Their Lives Here 

and Hereafter. Eighth Thousand, cloth, y, 6d. 
" A thoroughly wise and helpful hock."^-CAnstiaM. 



IV. 

OUR BROTHERS AND SONS. Fourth 

Thousand. Elegantly bound, y, 6d. 

" One of her best books, written in excellent English, and with a racy, 
earnest pen." — Evangelical Magazitu, 



THEODORA CAMERON. A Home Story. 

By Phcebe J. McKeen. With Five Full-page Illustra- 
tions. Seventh Thousand. Crown 8vo, doth, price 5^. 

*' A pretty story of the great civil war, which, though issued in a single 
volume, comprises not less matter than an ordinary novel, and introduces 
the reader to many varieties of character, and numerous stirring scenes in 
the home and on the battle-field." — Daily News. 



\ 



GIFT BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 21 



BY ISAAC PLEYDELL, 

IN A CORNER OF THE VINEYARD. 

A Village Story. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

" The hard, rough life of the men Is vigorously drawn." — Atherutwm. 
" The characters are drawn with graphic skill, and the story b one of 
absorbing interest." — Derby Mercury. 

" A touching and stimulating story."— -Christian H^orld, 



.■-^ .■ -v.l*<3>*C. 



BELLAS LADIES' READER. A Class 

Book of Poetry for Schools and Families. With an 
Introduction on the Principles of Elocution. By D. C. 
Bell, Joint Author of "Bell's Standard Elocutionist." 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 



>-• 



BELL'S STANDARD ELOCUTIONIST. 

Principles and Exercises. Followed by a copious 
Selection of Extracts in Prose and Poetry, Classified and 
Adapted for Reading and Recitation. By D. C. and 
A. M. Bell. New and greatly Enlarged Edition. Con- 
taining over 500 of the choicest Extracts in the English 
Language, with the Principles of Elocution fully stated' 
Strongly half-bound in roan, 544 pages, 3J. 6d. 
" This is the best book of the kind." — Bookseller. 



FERN GLEN FARM. By Helen Pinkerton 

Redden. With Illustrations by the Author. In crown 
8vo, cloth, handsomely bound, 3^. 6d» 

" It is a singularly simple and sweet picture of child-life framed in th^ 
the fairest imaginable setting of natural scenery and domestic affection. Th 
story is fragrant with the breath of trees and flowers, and pervaded mth ^ 
healthy enjoyment of the delights of rural life that is charming and con' 
tagious. Were anything needed to increase our interest in the persons of 
her youthful heroes and heroines, it is supplied in the delicate grace and 
airy fancy that illumine the illustrations with which she has beautified hf.r 
little book." — Preshyterian. 



2 2 liODDER AND STOUGHTON'S 



BY 7. R. H. HAWTHORN. 
I. 

LAUNCHING AWAY; or, Roger Larks- 

wajr's Strange Mission. With Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 5j. 

" An excellently written book of incident and adventure mainly in 
Australia. The author knows how to make such a book interesting, and 
he has in this one eminently succeeded." — Scotsman, 

II. 

THE PIONEER OF A FAMILY; or, 

Adventures of a Young Governess. Second Edition. 
With Frontispiece. $s, 

" Few stories have such an air of reality about them. Mr. Hawthorn 
has the faculty of drawing his characters in such graphic fashion, that we 
seem to have known them, and are forced to sympathise with their joys and 
sorrows." — Aberdeen Free Press. 

" Full of terse and powerful sketches of colonial life." — Freeman, 



OLIVER WYNDHAM. A Tale of the 

Great Plague. By the Author of "Naomi; or, The 
Last Days of Jerusalem, "etc. Sixteenth Thousand. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3J. dd. 

" The chief merit of the book is t^e exquisite delicacy with which it 
illustrates Christian feeling and Christian principle in circumstances the 
most trying and varied." — Weekly Revietv. 



DAVID EASTERBROOK. An Oxford 

Story. By Tregelles Polkinghorne. With Frontis- 
piece. Handsomely bound, ^s, 

** An exceedingly interesting story,"— Rock. *" 

"A bright, vigorous, and useful work." — Freeman, 
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BY MARIE HALL nie SIB REE, 

I. 

NOBLE, BUT NOT THE NOBLEST. 

Cr«wn 8vo, y, (id. 

"The picture is skilfully drawn, with tender touches and with artistic 
lights. We heartily commend it. To those who have read the author's 
previous stories of * The Dying Saviour and the Gipsy Girl,' ' Andrew 
Marvel,' etc., this is scarcely necessary." — British Quarterly Review. 

" A more elegantly written, graceful, and powerful story the present story 
season has not yielded us." — Freeman. 

II. 

ANDREW MARVEL AND HIS 

FRIENDS. A Story of the Siege of Hull. Fourth 

Thousand. With Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, Sj. 

'* Mrs. Hall's knowledge of the historical details is as exact as her imagina- 
tion is fertile and faithful. The pictures are good, and the beautiful 
photograph of the statue of Marvel at Hull well deserves to be noted. 
Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton have certainly made it a beautiful and 
attractive book." — British Qimrterly Review. 

III. 

THE DYING SAVIOUR AND THE 

GIPSY GIRL, and other Tales. Fifteenth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, y, 6d, 

" The stories are gracefully written : they are marked by good feeling 
and refined taste, and the moral conveyed by them b unexceptionable."— 
Spectator, 

IV. 

THE DYING SAVIOUR AND THE 

GIPSY GIRL, and THE LIGHT OF THE 
WORLD. Two Stories. Eighteenth Thousand. Fcap. 
8vo, price \s, 

" A literary gem not less admirable fw the beauty of its diction, and the 
artbtic finish of its detuls than for its lucid exhibition of the gospel. The 
* Old, Old Story' was seldom told in sweeter words."— ^. .S*. World, 
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CHEAP ILLUSTRATED EDITIONS OF J. B. DE 

LIEFDBS STORIES. 

I. 

A BRAVE RESOLVE; or, the Siege of 

Stralsund. A Story of Heroism and Adventure. 
With Eight Full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, hand- 
somely bound, y, 6d, 

" Gives a capital picture of the Siege of Stralsund in the Thirty Year» 
War. It is an excellent historical novel." — TAe Guardian, 

" A highly interesting romance. The exciting events of the Thirty Years 
War are depicted with much fidelity, and the love story lends an addidonal 
charm to a thoroughly readable book." — Court JoutkoI. 

"It is admirably done — we have not read a better historical story for si 
long time." — British Quarterly Review, 

II. 

THE BEGGARS ; or, the Founders of the 

Dutch Republic. With Four Illustrations. Crown 8yo» 
handsomely bound in cloth, 3^. 6^. 

" Mr. de Liefde's ' Beggars' is a piece of genuine historical romance, fu 
of incident, and not wanting in colour and lesson. The book is a good and 
lively one, and we cordially recommend it." — Argosy. 

"This is an interesting and animated story, the scene of which u laid in 
the Netherlands at a time with which Mr. Modey's works have made us 
familiar. The hero of Mr. de Liefde's tale engages in an attempt to rescue 
Count Egmont the night before his execution, and afterwards takes service 
in the fleet of Sea Beggars, which was so troublesome to Spain, and of such 
.service to the young Dutch Republic. There is no lack of adventiure in the 
book. " — A thetueum. 



DAVID LIVINGSTONE. The Story of 

his Life and Labours; or, The Weaver Boy who 
became a Missionary. By H. G. Adams. With Steel 
Portrait and Thirty Illustrations. Fifty-seventh Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d, 

'* An admirable condensation of ' The Story of the Life and Labours of 
Dr. Livingstone.' Comprehensive in range, abounding in detail, and vividly 
presenting the graphic description of the great explorer himself.*— JP*e<»*</. 




1 BRAVE RESOLVE. 




SfaiBUH aftht lUmtratittu. 
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REISSUE OF JACOB ABBOTTS STORIES. 

I. JUNO ft GEORGIB. I in. JUNO on a JOURNEY. 
II. MARY OSBORNE. | nr. HUBERT. 

With Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price ix. 6dl eadi. 



"Well printed and el^;andy bound, win smdy meet widi a 
welcome. We remember the ddts^t we took in them yean ago, and ham 
leflfon« which they inculcated have left their tiaoes until this day. Dr. 
Arnold, of Rngby, was one of the warmest admirers of the anthor of 'Tke 
Young Christian,' and recognized in him a man of coi^fc ni al qniL For 
strcng common sense, knowledge of child nature, and deq> rel^ions fervour, 
we have had nothing superior to these four delightful stories." — Fr te mmm^ 

*' The author of ' The Young Christian ' is really an Ei^;lish dassic. Otoe 
of hU little books exerted such an influence on Frederick Robeflsoo of 
Brighton, that its perusal formed a ttiming-point in die life of diat great 
preacher ; and there have probably been thousands on both ades of dw 
Atlantic similarly affected by the writings of the same anthor. We diere- 
fore welcome with peculiar satisfaction the el^;ant editioo of lour of his best 
stories." — Chrittian Leadtr. 



SHORE AND SEA. Stories of Great 

Vikings and Sea Captains. By W. H. Davenport 
Adams. Ten Illustrations. Handsomely bound, gilt edges, 

" A book which is as thrilling as any romance.** — SccUman. 

" An interesting book for adventure-loving boys. It omtahis a txf^yxsl 
description of the life, customs, and manners of the Norsemen, together with 
much pleasantly-told information concerning ' Sebastian Cabot,' 'De Soto,* 
< Ths Early Colonisers of Virginia,' ' Drake,' ' Hudson, ' and • Henry Morgan.' 
This collection will be deservedly yy^yiSxc"— Pall Mall Gazttte, 

" This Is a carefully written and thoroughly good book. Mr. Adams has 
tried to sketch the lives of famous sea captains with fidelity as well as with 
graphic power. . . . It is the romance of the sea as it has been ectually 
realised, and boys will find it as instructive as it is interesting." — BritUh 




yACOB ABBOTT'S STORIES. 




Sfaimen of the niustratioas. 
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BY MARY PRYOR HACK. 
I. 

CHRISTIAN WOMANHOOD. Uniform with 

"Consecrated Women" and "Self-Surrender." Elegantly 

bound, 5j. 

" We know no more suitable present for a young lady than this charming 
book, with its sketches of Mary Fletcher, Elizabeth, last Dud&ess ol 
Gordon, Ann Blackhouse, Fi;^ces Ridley Havergal, and others. It mil 
be a very fountain of inspiration and encouragement to other good women." 
— Sheffield Independent, 

II. 

CONSECRATED WOMEN. Fourth 

Thousand. 5^. Handsomely bound. 

"The memorials are all deeply interesting, bright, and vivid.**— 
Freeman. , 

'• Some of these brief biographies are de^ly interesting." — Record, 

" The stories of such philanthropic women are profoundly touching.*'^ 
Spectator, 

III. 

SELF-SURRENDER. A Second Series of 

"Consecrated Women." Second Thousand. 5j. cloth 

elegant. 

" A most delightful book, written by a woman, about women, and for 
women — though it may be read by men with equal pleasure and profit. 
Each of the eleven chapters contains in brief, the life, history, and work of 
some sister who was made perfect either through service or suffering.**-— 
Christian, 



THE SISTERS OF GLENCOE ; or, 

Letitia's Choice. By Eva Wynne. Twentieth Thou- 
sand. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, price 5^. 

" Its life pictures are skilfully drawn, and the most wholesome lessons are 
enforced with fidelity and power." — Temperance Record, 

" An admirable story, illustrating in a most elective manner the mischief 
arising from the use of intoxicating liquors." — Rock. 
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BY ALEXANDER MACLEOD, D.D, 

I. 

THE CHILDREN'S PORTION. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 5j. 

"As a preacher to children, Dr. Macleod has perhaps no living equal 
In these delightful chapters he seems to us to be at his best." — Christian. 

" Sunday school teachers will be glad of the very numerous illustrations 
and anecdote contained in it." — Literary IVorld. 

"Admirable specimen of what such addresses should be, thoughtful, 
earnest, simple, full of affectionate appeal, and freely illustrated." — Sunday 
School Chronicle. 

"This is a collection of short sermons addressed to children. They are 
well adapted to strike the fancy and touch the heart of the young." — Record. 

II. 

TALKING TO THE CHILDREN. Tenth 

Edition, y. 6d. 

" An exquisite work. Divine truths are here presented in simple language, 
illustrated by parable and anecdote at once apt and beautiful." — Evangelical 
Magazine, 

III. 

THE GENTLE HEART. A Second Series 

of "Talking to the Children." Fifth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, 3j. 6d. 

Mr. Spurgbon says : "We have been fascinated with the originality and 
beauty of its thought, charmed with the simplicity and elegance of its 
language, enriched with the store of its illustrations, and blest in spirit 
through its abundant manifestation of ' the truth as it is in Jesus.' " 



LINKS IN REBECCA'S LIFE. An 

American Story. By Pansy. With Frontispiece. Hand- 
somely bound in cloth, ^s, 
" By one of the .ablest and sprightliest of American story-tellers." — 
Christian. 

** We should like to see every young lady of our acquaintance fully en- 
grofiied in the reading of this book. It is an admirable five shillings' worth." 
•— «SWnf and TrtnoeL 



JO HODDER ASD STOUGHTOXS 



BY THE AUTHOR OF " CHRISTIE REDFERN*S 

troubles;' €U. 

I. 

THE BAIRNS ; or, Janet's Love and Ser- 
vice. With FiTe niiistnaioiis. Thirteenth ThoasandL 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 5/. 

" A special tstereu attaches to 'The Baixns.' The chaiactets are facdhty 
delineated, and the touches of homeliness «^iidi seem ahnost peculiar to our 
northern kinslblk impart a peculiar diarm." — RtcortL 

II. 

FREDERICA AND HER GUARDIANS; 

or. The Perils of Orphanhood. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, y, id. 

" An exceedingly well-told story, full of incidents of an attractive character, 
llie story will be admired by all thoughtful girls." — Public Opinion, 

" A sweet, pure, aiid beautiful story, such as may be put with confidence 
into the hands of any English guX." •'-■Sheffield Independent, 

III. 

THE TWA MISS DAWSONS. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, price 51. 

" We gladly welcome a new book by the authcnr of ' The Bairns.' That 
charming Canadian story opened a new field for readers of fiction. The 
present story is limited to Eastern Scotland. It is a family picture, settling 
down chiefly to the experiences of a charming old maiden aunt — a most 
admirable delineation — and an equally charming niece." — British Quarterly 
Review* 



YENSIE WALTON. An American Story. 

By J. R. Graham Clark. With Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 5j. 

"In tone and spirit, plan and execution, this is a superb story. Rich in 
delineation of character, and in descriptions of real exjperience. A more 
faxcinating and inspiring picture of a school-mistress, in one prolonged, 
prayerful, and sustained endeavour to lead an orphan pupil to Christ, was 
never drawn. "— General Baptist Magazine, 
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BY EDWIN HODDER. 
I. 

EPHRAIM AND HELAH. A Story of 

the Exodus. Eighth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth 
elegant, 5^. 

" Mr. Hodder gives a vivid description of the daily life of the Hebrews 
immediately at and before, the time of the coming of Moses. The picture is 
full of interest." — The Queen, 

II. 

TOSSED ON THE WAVES. A Story of 

Young Life, Fifteenth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, doth, 

" We cannot think that a boy could, take up the book without feeling its 
fascination, or without rising a better lad from its perusal. The scenes of 
life on the sea and in the colonies are peculiarly attractive." — British 
Quarterly Review. . 

III. 

THE JUNIOR CLERK. A Tale of City 

Life. Fourteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d. 

" Mr. Shipton observes that the author described this tale to him as a 
fiction. He remarks : ' It may be so to him, but for every one of his state- 
ments I could supply a fact. It is not merely true to nature as a narration 
of the means by which young men may be — it is a true record of the ways 
in which many have been, and many still are being — led to dishonour and 
ruin.' Such a recommendation as this will be sufficient to ensure for this 
little book a hearty welcome from many readers." — Christian World; 



THE WHITE CROSS AND DOVE OP 

PEARLS. A Biography of Light and Shade. By 
Sarson C. Ingham. Sixth Thousand. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 5x. 

<' ' The White Cross and Dove of Feails' will not disappomt the expecta- 
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